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FIRST SCENE. 

THE COTTAGE ON THE FRONTIER 



PEE AMBLE. 

The place is France. 

The time is autumn, in the year eighteen hundred 
and seventy — the year of the wax between France and 
Germany. 

The persons are : Captain Arnault, of the French 
army ; Surgeon Surville, of the French ambulance ; 
Surgeon Wetzel, of the German army ; Mercy Merrick, 
attached as nurse to the French ambulance ; and Grace 
Roeeberry, i travelling lady on her way to England. 



CHAPTER THE FIRST, 

THE TWO WOMEN. 

It was a dark night. The rain was pouring in torrents. 
Late in the evening a skirmishing party of the 
French, and a skirmishing party of the Germans, had 
met by accident, near the little village of Lagrange, 
close to the German frontier. In the struggle that 
followed, the French had (for once) goc the better of 
the enemy. For the time, at least, a few hundreds out 
of the host of the invaders had been forced back over 
the frontier. It was a trifling affair, occurring not 
long after the great German victory of Weissenbourg 
and the newspapers took little or no notice of it. 

Captain Arnault, commanding on the French side, 
sat alone in one of the cottages of the village, inhabited 
by lt;e miller of the district. The captain -was reading, 
by the light of a solitary tallow candle, some inter- 
cepted despatches taken from the Germans. He had 
suffered the wood fire, scattered over the large open 
grate, to burn low ; the red embers only faintly illumi- 
nated a part of the room. On the floor behind him 
lay some of the miller's empty sacks. In a corner 
opposite to him was the miller's solid walnut-wood bed 
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On the walls all round him were the miller's coloured 
prints, representing a happy mixture of devotional and 
domestic subjects. A door of communication leading 
into the kitchen of the cottage had been torn from its 
hinges, and used to carry the men wounded in the 
BKirmish from the field. They were now comfortably 
laid at rest in the kitchen, under the care of the French 
surgeon and the English nurse attached to the ambu- 
lance. A piece of coarse canvas screened the opening 
between the two rooms, in place of the door. A second 
door, leading from the bedchamber into the yard, was 
locked; and the wooden shutter protecting the one 
window of the room was carefully barred. Sentinels, 
doubled in number, were placed at all the outposts. 
The French commander had neglected no precaution 
which could reasonably insure for himself and for his 
men a quiet and comfortable night. 

Still absorbed in his perusal of the despatches, and 
now and then making notes of what he read by the 
help of writing materials placed at his side, Captain 
Arnault was interrupted by the appearance of an in- 
truder in the room. Surgeon Surville, entering from 
the kitchen, drew aside the canvas screen, and ap- 
proached the little round table at which his superior 
officer was sitting. 

'What is it?' said the captain sharply. 

'A question to ask,' replied the surgeon. 'Are we 
safe for the night?' 

' Why do you want to know ?' enquired the captain, 
guspi-.-iously. 
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The surgeon pointed to the kitchen — now the hos- 
pital devoted to the wounded men. 

' The poor fellows are anxious ahout the next few 
hours,' he replied. ' They dread a surprise ; and they 
ask me if there is any reasonable hope of their having 
one night's rest. What do you think of the chances ? ' 

The captain shrugged his shoulders. The surgeon 
persisted. ' Surely you ought to know ?' he said. 

' I know that we are in possession of the village for 
the present, retorted Captain Arnault, ' and I know no 
more. Here are the papers of the enemy.' He held 
them up, and shook them impatiently as he spoke. 
'They give me no information that I can rely on. For 
all I can tell to the contrary, the main body of the 
Germans, outnumbering us ten to one, may be nearer 
this cottage than the main body of the French. 
Draw your own conclusions. I have nothing more to 
say.' 

Having answered in those discouraging terms, Cap 
tain Arnault got on his feet, drew the hood of his 
great-coat over his head, and lit a cigar at the candle. 

6 Where are you going ? ' asked the surgeon. 

' To visit the outposts.' 

* Do you want this room for a little while ? ' 

' Not for some hours to come. Are you thinking 
of moving any of your wounded men in here ?' 

' I was thinking of the English lady,' answered the 
surgeon. ' The kitchen is not quite the place for her. 
She would be more comfortable here ; and the English 
nurse might keep ber company.' 
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Captain Arnault smiled, not very pleasantly. ' They 
are two fine women,' he said, ' and Surgeon Surville ia 
a ladies' man. Let them come in, if they are rasa 
enough to trust themselves here with you.' He checked 
himself on the point of going out, and looked back 
distrustfully at the lighted candle. 'Caution the 
women,' he said, ' to limit the exercise of their curiosity 
to the inside of this room.' 

' What do you mean ? ' 

The captain's forefinger pointed significantly to tht> 
closed window-shutter. 

* Did you ever know a woman who could resist look- 
ing out of window?' he asked. 'Dark as it is, sooner 
or later these ladies of yours will feel tempted to open 
that shutter. Tell them I don't want the light of the 
candle to betray my head-quarters to the German 
scouts. How is the weather ? Still raining ? ' 

4 Pouring.' 

' So much the better. The Germans won't see us/ 
With that consolatory remark he unlocked the dooi 
leading into the yard, and walked out. 

The surgeon lifted the canvas screen, and called 
into the kitchen : 

*Miss Merrick, have you time to take a little rest?' 

'Plenty of time,' answered a soft voice, with an 
underlying melancholy in it, plainly distinguishable 
though it had only spoken three words. 

' Come in then,' continued the surgeon, ' and bring 
the English lady with you. Here is a quiet room, all 
to yourselves.' 

He held back the canvas, ant the two women ap- 
peared. 
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The nurse led the way — tall, lithe, and graceful — 
attired in her uniform dress of neat black stuff, with 
plain linen collar and cuffs, and with the scarlet cross 
of the Geneva Convention embroidered on her left 
shoulder. Pale and sad, her expression and her manner 
both eloquently suggestive of suppressed suffering and 
sorrow, there was an innate nobility in the carriage of 
this woman's head, an innate grandeur in the gaze of 
her large grey eyes, and in the lines of her finely-pro- 
portioned face, which made her irresistibly striking 
and beautiful, seen under any circumstances and clad 
in any dress. Her companion, darker in complexion 
and smaller in stature, possessed attractions which were 
quite marked enough to account for the surgeon's 
polite anxiety to shelter her in the captain's room, 
The common consent of mankind would have declared 
her to be an unusually pretty woman. She wore the 
large grey cloak that covered her from head to foot 
with a grace that lent its own attractions to a plain and 
even a shabby article of dress. The languor in hei 
movements, and the uncertainty of tone in Ler voice 
as she thanked the surgeon, suggested that she was 
suffering from fatigue. Her dark eyes searched the 
dimly-lighted room timidly, and she held fast by the 
nurse's arm with the air of a woman whose nerves had 
been severely shaken by some recent alarm. 

' You have one thing to remember, ladies,' said 
the surgeon. ' Beware of opening the shutter, for 
fear of the light being seen through the window. For 
the rest, we are free to make ourselves as comfortable 
as we can. Compose yourself, dear madam, and rely 
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on the jprotection of a Frenchman who is devoted to 
you!' He gallantly emphasised his last words by 
raising the hand of the English lady to his lips. At 
the moment when he kissed it, the canvas screen was 
again drawn aside. A person in the service of the 
ambulance appeared, announcing that a bandage had 
slipped, and that one of the wounded men was to all 
appearance bleeding to death. The surgeon, sub- 
mitting to destiny with the worst possible grace, 
dropped the charming Englishwoman's hand, and re- 
turned to his duties in the kitchen. The two ladies 
were left together in the room. 

* Will you take a chair, madam ? ' asked the nurse- 
' Don't call me " madam," ' returned the young lady 
cordially. ' My name is Grace Koseberry What i» 
your name ? ' 

The nurse hesitated. ' Not a pretty name lik6 
yours,' she said, and hesitated again. ' Call me " Mercy 
Merrick," ' she added, after a moment's consideration. 

Had she given an assumed name ? Was there some 
unhappy celebrity attached to her own name ? Miss 
Eoseberry did not wait to ask herself those questions. 
4 How can I thank you,' she exclaimed gratefully, ' for 
your sisterly kindness to a stranger like me ? ' 

' I have only done my duty,' said Mercy Merrick, a 
little coldly. ' Don't speak of it.' 

' I must speak of it. What a situation you found 
me in when the French soldiers had driven the 
Germans away ! My travelling carriage stopped ; the 
horses seized ; I myself in a strange country at night- 
fall, robbed of my money and my luggage, and drenched 
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to the skin by the pouring rain ! I am indebted to you 
for shelter in this place — I am wearing your clothes — I 
should have died of the fright and the exposure but for 
you. What return can I make for such services as these ? ' 

Mercy placed a chair for her guest near the captain's 
table, and seated herself at some little distance, on an 
old chest in a corner of the room. ' May I ask you 
a question about yourself?' she said, abruptly. 

Under ordinary circumstances, it was not in Grace's 
character to receive the advances of a stranger unre- 
servedly. But she and the nurse had met, in a strange 
country, under those circumstances of common peril 
and common trial which especially predispose two 
women of the same nation to open their hearts to one 
another. She answered cordially, without a moment's 
hesitation. 

' A hundred questions,' she cried, ' if you like.' She 
looked at the expiring fire, and at the dimly visible 
figure of her companion seated in the obscurest corner 
of the room. ' That wretched candle hardly gives 
any light,' she said impatiently. ' It won't last much 
longer. Can't we make the place more cheerful ? 
Come out of your corner. Call for more wood and 
more lights.' 

Mercy remained in her corner and shook her head. 
* Candles and wood are scarce things here,' she 
answered. ' We must be patient, even if we are left 
in the dark. Tell me,' she went on, raising her quiet 
voice a little, ' how came you to risk crossing the 
frontier in war time ? ' 

Grace's voice dropped when she answered the ques- 
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tioa. Grace's momentary gaiety of manner suddenly 
left her. 

<I had urgent reasons,' she said, 'for returning to 

England.' 

'Alone? 'rejoined the other. 'Without anyone to 

protect you ? 

Grace's head sank on her bosom. ' I have left my 
only protector — my father — in the English burial- 
ground at Eome,' she answered simply. ' My mother 
died, years since, in Canada.' 

The shadowy figure of the nurse suddenly changed 
its position on the chest. She had started as the last 
word passed Miss Koseberry's lips. 

' l)o you know Canada ? ' asked Grace. 

' Well,' was the brief answer — reluctantly given, 
short as it was. 

' Were you ever near Port Logan ? 

' I once lived within a few miles of Port Logan. 

'When?' 

'Some time since.' With those words Mercy 
Merrick shrank back into her corner and changed the 
subject. ' Your relatives in England must be very 
anxious about you,' she said. 

Grace sighed. 'I have no relatives in England. 
You can hardly imagine a person more friendless than 
I am. We went away from Canada, when my father's 
health failed, to try the climate of Italy, by the 
doctor's advice. His death has left me not only friend- 
less, but poor.' She paused, and took a leather letter- 
case from the pocket of the large grey cloak which 
the nurse had lent to her. ' My prospects in life,' sne 



The Two Women. n 

resumed, * are all contained in this little case. Hare ia 
the one treasure I contrived to conceal when I was 
robbed of my other things.' 

Mercy could just see the letter-case as Grace held 
it up in the deepening obscurity of the room. ' Have 
you got money in it ? ' she asked. 

' No ; only a few family papers, and a letter from 
my father, introducing me to an elderly lady in England 
— a connection of his by marriage, whom I have never 
seen. The lady has consented to receive me as her 
companion and reader. If I don't return to England 
soon, some other person may get the place.' 

' Have you no other resource ? ' 

* None. My education has been neglected — we led 
a wild life in the far West. I am quite unfit to 
go out as a governess. I am absolutely dependent on 
this stranger who receives me for my father's sake.' 
She put the letter-case back in the pocket of her cloak, 
and ended her little narrative as unaffectedly as she had 
begun it. ' Mine is a sad story, is it not ? ' she said. 

The voice of the nurse answered her suddenly and 
bitterly in these strange words : 

'There are sadder stories than yours. There are 
thousands of miserable women who would ask for no 
greater blessing than to change places with you.' 

Grace started. 

* What can there possibly be to envy in such a lot 
as mine?' 

*Your unblemished character, and your prospect 
of being established honourably in a respectable house,' 
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Graoe turned in her chair, and looked wonder 
ingly into the dim corner of the room. 

' How strangely you say that ! ' she exclaimed 
There was no answer ; the shadowy figure on the chest 
never moved. Grace rose impulsively, and drawing 
her chair after her, approached the nurse. ' Is there 
Borne romance in your life ? ' she asked. ' Why have 
you sacrificed yourself to the terrible duties which I 
find you performing here ? You interest me indescrib- 
ably. Give me your hand.' 

Mercy shrank back, and refused the offered hand. 

* Are we not friends ? ' Grace asked in astonish- 
ment. 

' We never can be friends. 

♦Why not?' 

The nurse was dumb. She had shown a marked 
hesitation when she had mentioned her name. Eemem- 
bering this, Grace openly avowed the conclusion at which 
she had arrived. ' Should I be guessing right,' she asked 
4 if I guessed you to be some great lady in disguise ? ' 

Mercy laughed to herself — low and bitterly. ' I a 
great lady ! ' she said contemptuously. ' For heaven's 
sake let us talk of something else ! ' 

Grace's curiosity was thoroughly roused. She per- 
sisted. ' Once more,' she whispered persuasively, 
' let us be friends.' She gently laid her arm as she 
Bpoke on Mercy's shoulder. Mercy roughly shook it 
off. There was a rudeness in the action which would have 
offended the most patient woman living. Grace drew 
back indignantly. 'Ah!' she cried, 'you are cruel, 
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! I am kind,' answered the nurse, speaking more 
sternly than ever. 

' Is it kind to keep me at a distance ? I have told 
you my story.' 

The nurse's voice rose excitedly. 'Don't temp- 
me to speak out,' she said ; ' you will regret it.' 

Grace declined to accept the warning. ' I have 
placed confidence in you,' she went on. ' It is un- 
generous to lay me under an obligation and then to shut 
me out of your confidence in return.' 

' You will have it ? ' said Mercy Merrick. ' You 
shall have it ! Sit down again.' Grace's heart began 
to quicken its beat in expectation of the disclosure 
that was to come. She drew her chair closer to the 
chest on which the nurse was sitting. With a firm 
hand Mercy put the chair back to a distance from her. 
' Not so near me ! ' she said harshly. 

' Why not ? ' 

' Not so near,' repeated the sternly resolute voioe. 
* Wait till you have heard what I have to say.' 

Grace obeyed without a word more. There was a 
momentary silence. A faint flash of light leapt up 
from the expiring candle, and showed Mercy crouching 
on the chest, with her elbows on her knees, and her 
face hidden in her hands. The next instant the room 
was buried in obscurity. As the darkness fell on the 
two women the nurse spoke. 
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CHAPTER THE SECOND. 

MAGDALEN — IN MODERN TIMES. 

' When your mother was alive were you ever out with 
her after nightfall in the streets of a great city ? ' 

In those extraordinary terms Mercy Merrick opened 
the confidential interview which Grace Roseberry had 
forced en her. Grace answered simply, ' I don't under- 
stand you.' 

' I will put it in another way,' said the nurse. Its 
unnatural hardness and sternness of tone passed away 
from her voice, and its native gentleness and sadnesa 
returned, as she made that reply. ' You read the news- 
papers like the rest of the world,' she went on ; ' have 
you ever read of your unhappy fellow-creatures (the 
starving outcasts of the population) whom Want has 
betrayed to Sin ? ' 

Still wondering, Grace answered that she had read 
ot such things in newspapers and in books. 

' Have you heard — when those starving and sinning 
fellow-creatures happen to be women — of Refuges esta- 
blished to protect and reclaim them?' 

The wonder in Grace's mind passed away, and a 
vague suspicion of something painful to come took its 
place. 'These are extraordinary questions,' she said, 
nervously. ' What do you mean ? ' 

'Answer me,' the nurse insisted. « Have you heard 
of the Refuges ? Have you heard of the Women ? ' 
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* Yes.' 

'Move your chair a little farther away from me. 
She paused. Her voice, without losing its steadiness, 
fell to its lowest tones. 'I was once one of those 
women, she said quietly. 

Grace sprang to her feet with a faint cry. She 
etood petrified — incapable of uttering a word. 

' I have been in a Refuge,' pursued the sweet sad 
voice of the other woman. ' I have been in a Prison. 
Do you still wish to be my friend ? Do you still insist 
on sitting close by me and taking my hand ? ' She 
waited for a reply, and no reply came. ' You see you 
were wrong,' she went on gently, 'when you called 
me cruel — and I was right when I told you I was kind.' 

At that appeal, Grace composed herself, and spoke. 
' I don't wish to offend you,' she began coldly 

Mercy Merrick stopped her there. 

' You don't offend me,' she said, without the 
faintest note of displeasure in her tone. ' I am ac- 
customed to stand in the pillory of my own past life. 
I sometimes ask myself if it was all my fault. I some- 
times wonder if Society had no duties towards me when 
I was a child selling matches in the street — when I was 
a hard-working girl, fainting at my needle for want of 
food.' Her voice faltered a little for the first time as 
it pronounced those words ; she waited a moment 
and recovered herself. ' It's too late to dwell on these 
things, now,' she said resignedly. ' Socieiy can subscribe 
to reclaim me — but Society can't take me back. You 
aee me here in a place of trust — patiently, humbly, 
iloing all the good I can. It doesn't matter ! Here 
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or elsewhere, what I am can never alter what I was. 
For three years past all that a sincerely penitent woman 
can do I have done. It doesn't matter. Once let my 
past story be known, and the shadow of it covers me - 
the kindest people shrink.' 

She waited again. Would a word of sympathy 
come to comfort her from the other woman's lips ? No i 
Miss Eoseberry was shocked ; Miss Eoseberry was con- 
fused. 'I am very sorry for you,' was all that Miss 
Eoseberry could say. 

* Everybody is sorry for me,' answered the nurse, 
as patiently as ever ; ' everybody is kind to me. But 
the lost place is not to be regained. I can't get back t 
I can't get back ;' she cried, with a passionate outburst 
of despair — checked instantly, the moment it had 
escaped her. ' Shall I tell you what my experience 
has been ?' she resumed. ' Will you hear the story 
of Magdalen — in modern times ?' 

Grace drew back a step ; Mercy instantly understood 
her. 

' I am going to tell you nothing that you need shrink 
from hearing,' she said. ' A lady in your position would 
not understand the trials and the struggles that I have 
passed through. My story shall begin at the Eefuge. 
The matron sent me out to service with the character 
that I had honestly earned — the character of a reclaimed 
woman. I justified the confidence placed in me ; I was 
a faithful servant. One day, my mistress sent for me 
— a kind mistress, if ever there was one yet. " Mercy, 
I am sorry for you ; it has come out that I took you 
from a Eefuge ; I shall lose every servant in the house; 
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you must go " I went back to the matron — another 
kind woman. She received me like a mother. " We 
will try again, Mercy ; don't be cast down." I told you 
I had been in Canada ? ' 

Grace began to feel interested in spite of herself. 
She answered with something like warmth in her tone. 
She returned to her chair — placed at its safe and sig- 
nificant distance from the chest. 

The nurse went on. 

My next place was in Canada, with an officers 
wife : gentlefolks who had emigrated. More kindness ; 
and, this time, a pleasant peaceful life for me. I said 
to myself, " Is the lost place regained ? Have I got 
back?" My mistress died. New people came into 
our neighbourhood. There was a young lady among 
them — my master began to think of another wife. I 
have the misfortune (in my situation) to be what is 
called a handsome woman ; I rouse the curiosity of 
strangers. The new people asked questions about me ; 
my master's answers did not satisfy them. In a word 
they found me out. The old story again! "Mercy, 
I am very sorry; scandal is busy with you and with 
me ; we are innocent, but there is no help for it — we 
must part." 1 left the place ; having gained one ad- 
vantage during my stay in Canada, which I find of use 
to me here.' 

'What is it?' 

'Our nearest neighbours were French Canadians. 
I had daily practice in speaking the French language.' 

'Did you return to London? ' 

e Where else could I go, without a character ? ' said 

a 
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Mercy, sadly. *I went back again to the matron. 
Sickness had broken out in the Kefuge ; I made myself 
useful as a nurse. One of the doctors was struck with 
me — " fell in love " with me, as the phrase is. He 
would have married me. The nurse, as an honest 
woman, was bound to tell him the truth. He never 
appeared again. The old story ! I began to be weary 
of saying to myself, " I can't get back ! I can't get 
back ! " Despair got hold of me, the despair that 
hardens the heart. I might have committed suicide , 
I might even have drifted back into my old life — but 
for one man.' 

At those last words, her voice — quiet and even 
through the earlier parts of her sad story — began to 
falter once more. She stopped ; following silently the 
memories and associations roused in her by what she 
had just said. Had she forgotten the presence of 
another person in the room ? Grace's curiosity left 
Grace no resource but to say a word on her side. 

* Who was the man ? ' she asked. ' How did he be- 
friend you ? ' 

' Befriend me ? He doesn't even know that such a 
person as I am is in existence.' 

That strange answer, naturally enough, only strength- 
ened the anxiety of Grace to hear more. ' You said 
just now ' she began. 

' I said just now that he saved me. He did save 
me ; you shall hear how. One Sunday our regular 
clergyman at the Kefuge was not able to officiate. His 
place was taken by a stranger, quite a young man. The 
matron told us the stranger's name was Julian Gray. 
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I sat in the back row of seats, under the shadow of the 
gallery, where I could see him without his seeing me 
His text was from the words, " Joy shall be in Heaven 
over one sinner that repenteth, more than over ninety 
and nine just persons which need no repentance." What 
happier women might have thought of his sermon I 
cannot say ; there was not a dry eye among us at the 
Refuge. As for me, he touched my heart as no man 
has touched it before or since. The hard despair melted 
in me at the sound of his voice ; the weary round of my 
life showed its nobler side again while he spoke. From 
that time I have accepted my hard lot, I have been a 
patient woman. I might have been something more, I 
might have been a happy woman, if I could have pre- 
vailed on myself to speak to Julian Gray.' 

* What hindered you from speaking to him ? ' 

* I was afraid.' 

' Afraid of what ? ' 

' Afraid of making my hard life harder still.' 

A woman who could have sympathised with her 
would perhaps have guessed what those words meant. 
Grace was simply embarrassed by her ; and Grace failed 
to guess. 

' I dont understand you/ she said. 

There was no alternative for Mercy but to own the 
truth in plain words. She sighed, and said the words. 
e I was afraid I might interest him in my sorrows, and 
might set my heart on him in return.' 

The utter absence of any fellow-feeling with her on 
Grace's side expressed itself unconsciously in the plainest 
terms. 

e 2 



20 The New Magdalen. 

' You ! ' she exclaimed, in a tone of blank astonish- 
ment. 

The nurse rose slowly to her feet. Grace's expres- 
sion of surprise told her plainly — almost brutally — that 
her confession had gone far enough. 

'I astonish you,' she said. 'Ah, my young lady, 
you don't know what rough usage a woman's heart can 
bear, and still beat truly ! Before I saw Julian Gray I 
only knew men as objects of horror to me. Let us drop 
the subject. The preacher at the Eefuge is nothing but 
a remembrance now — the one welcome remembrance of 
my life ! I have nothing more to tell you. You in- 
sisted on hearing my story — you have heard it.' 

' I have not heard how you found employment here,' 
said Grace; continuing the conversation with uneasy 
politeness, as she best might. 

Mercy crossed the room, and slowly raked together 
the last living embers of the fire. 

' The matron has friends in France,' she answered, 
' who are connected with the military hospitals. It was 
not difficult to get me the place, under those circum 
stances. Society can find a use for me here. My hand 
is as light, my words of comfort are as welcome, among 
those suffering wretches ' (she pointed to the room in 
which the wounded men were lying) 'as if I was the 
most reputable woman breathing. And if a stray shot 
comes my way before the war is over — well ! Society 
will be rid of me on easy terms.' 

She stood looking thoughtfully into the wreck of the 
fire — as if she saw in it the wreck of her own life. 
Common humanity made it an act of necessity to say 



Magdalen — in Modern Times. 21 

something to her. Grace considered— ^advanced a step 
towards her — stopped — and took refuge in the most 
trivial of all the commonplace phraBes which one 
human being can address to another. 

'If there is anything I can do for you ,' she 

began. The sentence, halting there, was never finished. 
Miss Eoseberry was just merciful enough towards the 
lost woman who had rescued and sheltered her to feel 
that it was needless to say more. 

The nurse lifted her noble head, and advanced 
slowly towards the canvas screen to return to her duties. 
' Miss Eoseberry might have taken my hand ! ' she 
thought to herself, bitterly. No ! Miss Eoseberrj 
stood there at a distance, at a loss what to say next. 
' What can you do for me ? ' Mercy asked, stung by the 
cold courtesy of her companion into a momentary out- 
break of contempt. ' Can you change my identity ? 
Can you give me the name and the place of an innocent 
woman ? If I only had your chance ! If I only had 
your reputation and your prospects ! ' She laid one 
hand over her bosom, and controlled herself. ' Stay 
here,' she resumed, ' while I go back to my work. I 
will see that your clothes are dried. You shall wear 
my clothes as short a time as possible.' 

With those melancholy words — touchingly, not bit- 
terly spoken — she moved to pass into the kitchen. She 
had just reached the canvas screen, when Grace stopped 
her by a question. 

* Is the weather changing ? ' Grace asked. ' I don't 
hear the rain against the window.' 
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Before Mercy could check her, she had crossed the 
room, and had unfastened the window shutter. 

'Close the shutter!' cried Mercy. 'You were 
warned not to open it when we came into the room.' 

Grace persisted in looking out. 

The moon was rising dimly in the watery sky ; the 
rain had ceased ; the friendly darkness which had 
hidden the French position from the German scouts 
was lessening every moment. In a few hours more (if 
nothing happened) Miss Roseberry might resume her 
journey. In a few hours more the morning would 
dawn. 

Hurriedly retracing her steps, Mercy closed tho 
shutter with her own hands. Before she could fasten 
it, the report of a rifle-shot reached the cottage from 
one of the distant posts. It was followed almost in- 
stantly by a second report, nearer and louder than the 
first. Mercy paused, and listened intently for the 
next sound. 



CHAPTER THE THIRD. 

THE GERMAN SHELL. 

A third rifle-shot rang through the night air, close to 
the cottage. Grace started and drew back from the 
window in alarm. 

' What does that firing mean ? ' she asked. 

' Signals from the outposts,' the nurse quietly 
replied. 
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' Is there any danger ? Have the Germans come 
back ? ' 

Surgeon Surville answered the question. He lifted 
the canvas screen, and looked into the room as Miss 
Roseberry spoke. 

' The Germans are advancing on us,' he said 
• Their vanguard is in sight.' 

Grace sank on the chair near her, trembling from 
head to foot. Mercy advanced to the surgeon, and put 
the decisive question to him : 

' Do we defend the position ? ' she enquired. 

Surgeon Surville ominously shook his head. 

* Impossible ! We are outnumbered as usual — ten 
to one.' 

The shrill roll of the French drums was heard 
outside. 

* There is the retreat sounded ! ' said the surgeon. 
The captain is not a man to think twice about what 

he does. We are left to take care of ourselves. In 
five minutes we must be out of this place.' 

A volley of rifle-shots rang out as he spoke. Tha 
German vanguard was attacking the French at the 
outposts. Grace caught the surgeon entreatingly by 
the arm. ' Take me with you,' she cried. ' Oh, sir, I 
have suffered from the Germans already! Don't for- 
sake me, if they come back ! ' The surgeon was equal 
to the occasion ; he placed the hand of the pretty 
Englishwoman on his breast. ' Fear nothing, ma- 
dam,' he said, looking as if he could have anni- 
hilated the whole German force with his own invincible 
arm. ' A Frenchman's heart beats under your hand. A 
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Frenchman's devotion protects you.' Grace's head 
sank on his shoulder. Monsieur Surville felt that he 
had asserted himself; he looked round invitingly at 
Mercy. She, too, was an attractive woman. The 
Frenchman had another shoulder at her service. Un- 
happily, the room was dark — the look was lost on 
Mercy. She was thinking of the helpless men in the 
inner chamber, and she quietly recalled the surgeon to 
a sense of his professional duties. 

' What is to become of the sick and wounded 'i 
she asked. 

Monsieur Surville shrugged one shoulder — the 
shoulder that was free. 

' The strongest among them we can take away with 
us,' he said. 'The others must be left here. Fear 
nothing for yourself, dear lady. There will be a place 
for you in the baggage-waggon.' 

' And for me, too ? ' Grace pleaded eagerly. 

The surgeon's invincible arm stole round the young 
lady's waist, and answered mutely with a squeeze. 

' Take her with you,' said Mercy. ' My place is 
with the men whom you leave behind.' 

Grace listened in amazement. 'Think what you 
risk,' she said, ' if you stop here.' 

Mercy pointed to her left shoulder. 

'Don't alarm yourself on my account,' she an- 
swered, ' the red cross will protect me. 

Another roll of the drum warned the susceptible 
surgeon to take his place as director-general of the 
ambulance without any further delay. He conducted 
Grace to a chair and placed both her hands on his 
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heart this time, to reconcile her to the misfortune of 
his absence. 'Wait here till I return for you,' he 
whispered. ' Fear nothing, my charming friend. Say 
to yourself, " Surville is the soul of honour ! Surville 
is devoted to me ! " ' He struck his breast ; he again 
forgot the obscurity in the room, and cast one look of 
unutterable homage at his charming friend. 'A 
bientdt ! ' he cried, and kissed his hand and disappeared. 

As the canvas screen fell over him, the sharp report 
of the rifle-firing was suddenly and grandly dominated 
by the roar of cannon. The instant after, a shell ex- 
ploded in the garden outside, within a few yards of the 
window. 

Grace sank on her knees with a shriek of terroi. 
Mercy — without losing her self-possession — advanced 
io the window, and looked out. 

' The moon has risen,' she said. ' The Germans are 
shelling the village.' 

Grace rose, and ran to her for protection. 

* Take me away ! ' she cried. ' We shall be killed 
if we stay here.' She stopped, looking in astonishment 
at the tall black figure of the nurse, standing immov- 
ably by the window. 'Are you made of iron?' she 
exclaimed. ' Will nothing frighten you ? ' 

Mercy smiled sadly. ' Why should I be afraid of 
losing my life ? ' she answered. ' I have nothing worth 
living for.' 

The roar of the cannon shook the cottage for the 
second time. A second shell exploded in the court- 
yard, on the opposite side of the building. 

Bewildered by the noiee, panic-stricken as the 
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danger from the shells threatened the cottage more 
and more learly, Grace threw her arms round the 
nurse, and clung, in the abject familiarity of terror, 
to the woman whose hand she had shrunk from touch- 
ing, not five minutes since. ' Where is it safest ? ' she 
cried. ' Where can I hide myself ? ' 

'How can I tell where the next shell will fall?' 
Mercy answered quietly. 

The steady composure of tbe one woman seemed to 
madden the other. Eeleasing the nurse, Grace looked 
wildly round for a way of escape from the cottage. 
Making first for the kitchen she was driven back by 
the clamour and confusion attending the removal of 
those among the wounded who were strong enough to 
be placed in the waggon. A second look round showed 
her the door leading into the yard. She rushed to it, 
with a cry of relief. She had just laid her hand on 
the lock when the third report of cannon burst ovei 
the place. 

Starting back a step, Grace lifted her hands mechani- 
cally to her ears. At the same moment, the third 
shell burst through the roof of the cottage, and ex- 
ploded in the room, just inside the door. Mercy sprang 
forward, unhurt, from her place at the window. The 
burning fragments of the shell were already firing the 
dry wooden floor, and, in the midst of them, dimly 
seen through the smoke, lay the insensible body of her 
companion in the room. Even at that dreadful moment 
the nurse's presence of mind did not fail her. Hurrying 
back to the place that she had just left, near which 
ehe had already noticed the miller's empty sacks lying 
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in a heap, she seized two of them, and, throwing them 
on the smouldering floor, trampled out the fire. That 
done, she knelt by the senseless woman, and lifted her 
bead. 

Was she wounded ? or dead ? 

Mercy raised one helpless hand, and laid her fingers 
on the wrist. While she was still vainly trying to feel 
for the beating of the pulse, Surgeon Surville (alarmed 
for the ladies) hurried in to enquire if any harm had 
been done. 

Mercy called to him to approach. ' I am afraid the 
shell has struck her,' she said, yielding her place to 
him. ' See if she is mortally wounded.' 

The surgeon's anxiety for his charming patient ex- 
pressed itself briefly in an oath, with a prodigious 
emphasis laid on one of the letters in it — the letter K. 
' Take off her cloak,' he cried, raising his hand to her 
neck. ' Poor angel ! She has turned in falling ; the 
string is twisted round her throat.' 

Mercy removed the cloak. It dropped on the floor 
as the surgeon lifted Grace in his arms. ' Get a candle,' 
he said, impatiently ; ' they will give you one in the 
kitchen.' He tried to feel the pulse : his hand trembled, 
the noise and confusion in the kitchen bewildered him. 
* Just heaven ! ' he exclaimed. * My emotions over- 
power me ! ' Mercy approached him with the candle. 
The light disclosed the frightful injury which a fragment 
of the shell had inflicted on the Englishwoman's head. 
Surgeon Surville's manner altered on the instant. The 
expression of anxiety left his face ; its professional 
composure covered it suddenly like a mask. What was 
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the object of his admiration now ? An inert burden in 
his arms — nothing more. 

The change in his face was not lost on Mercy. Her 
large grey eyes watched him attentively. 

4 Mortally wounded ? ' she asked. 

'Don't trouble yourself to hold the light any longer,' 
was the cool reply. ' It's all over — I can do nothing 
for her.' 

'Dead?' 

Surgeon Surville nodded, and shook his fist in the 
direction of the outposts. 'Accursed Germans,' he 
cried, and looked down at the dead face on his arm, 
and shrugged his shoulders resignedly. ' The fortune of 
war ! ' he said, as he lifted the body and placed it on the 
bed in one corner of the room. ' Next time, nurse, it may 
be you or me. Who knows ? Bah ! the problem of human 
destiny disgusts me.' He turned from the bed, and illus- 
trated his disgust by spitting on the fragments of the 
exploded shell. ' We must leave her there,' he resumed. 
' She was once a charming person — she is nothing now. 
Come away, Miss Mercy, before it is too late.' 

He offered his arm to the nurse. The creaking ot 
the baggage- waggon, starting on its journey, was heard 
outside, and the shrill roll of the drums was renewed 
in the distance. The retreat had begun. 

Mercy drew aside the canvas, and saw the badly- 
wounded men left helpless at the mercy of the enemy, 
on their straw beds. She refused the offer of Surgeon 
Surville's arm. 

' I have already told you that I shall stay here.' she 
answered. 
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Monsieur Surville lifted his hands in polite remon- 
strance. Mercy held back the curtain, and pointed to 
the cottage door. 

' Gro,' she said. * My mind is made up.' 

Even at that final moment the Frenchman asserted 
himself. He made his exit with unimpaired grace and 
dignity. 'Madam,' he said, ' you are sublime !' With 
that parting compliment the man of gallantry — true to 
the last to his admiration of the sex — bowed, with hia 
hand on his heart, and left the cottage. 

Mercy dropped the canvas over the doorway. Sht 
was alone with the dead woman. 

The last tramp of footsteps, the last rumbling of 
the waggon-wheels died away in the distance. No re- 
newal of firing from the position occupied by the 
enemy disturbed the silence that followed. The Ger- 
mans knew that the French were in retreat. A few 
minutes more and they would take possession of the 
abandoned village : the tumult of their approach would 
become audible at the cottage. In the meantime the 
stillness was terrible. Even the wounded wretches who 
were left in the kitchen waited their fate in silence. 

Alone in the room, Mercy's first look was directed 
to the bed. 

The two women had met in the confusion of the 
first skirmish at the close of twilight. Separated, on 
their arrival at the cottage, by the duties required of 
the nurse, they had only met again in the captain's 
room. The acquaintance between them had been a 
short one ; and it had given no promise of ripening 
into friendship. But the fatal accident had roused 
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Mercy's interest in the stranger. She took the candle, 
and approached the corpse of the woman who had been 
literally killed at her side. 

She stood by the bed, looking down in the silence 
of the night at the stillness of the dead face. 

It was a striking face — once seen (in life or in 
death) not to be forgotten afterwards. The forehead 
was unusually low and broad ; the eyes unusually far 
apart ; the mouth and chin remarkably small. With 
tender hands Mercy smoothed the dishevelled hair, and 
arranged the crumpled dress. 'Not five minutes since,' 
she thought to herself, ' I was longing to change places 
with you!' She turned from the bed with a sigh. 'I 
wish I could change places now ! ' 

The silence began to oppress her. She walked 
slowly to the other end of the room. 

The cloak on the floor — her own cloak, which she 
had lent to Miss Roseberry — attracted her attention as 
she passed it. She picked it up and brushed the dust 
from it, and laid it across a chair. This done, she put 
the light back on the table, and, going to the window, 
listened for the first sounds of the German advance. 
The faint passage of the wind through some trees near 
at hand was the only sound that caught her ears. She 
turned from the window, and seated herself at the 
fable, thinking. Was there any duty still left undone 
that Christian charity owed to the dead ? Was there 
any further service that pressed for performance in the 
interval before the Germans appeared ? 

Mercy recalled the conversation that had passed 
between her ill-fated companion and herself. Miss 
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Roseberry had spoken of her object in returning to 
England. She had mentioned a lady — a connection by 
marriage, to whom she was personally a stranger — who 
was waiting to receive her. Some one capable of 
stating how the poor creature had met with her death 
ought to write to her only friend. Who was to do it ? 
There was nobody to do it but the one witness of the 
catastrophe now left in the cottage — Mercy herself. 

She lifted the cloak from the chair on which she 
had placed it, and took from the pocket the leather 
letter-case which Grace had shown to her. The only 
way of discovering the address to write to in England 
was to open the case and examine the papers inside. 
Mercy opened the case — and stopped, feeling a strange 
reluctance to carry the investigation any further. 

A moment's consideration satisfied her that her 
scruples were misplaced. If she respected the case as 
inviolable, the Germans would certainly not hesitate 
to examine it, and the Germans would hardly trouble 
themselves to write to England. Which were the fit- 
test eyes to inspect the papers of the deceased lady — 
the eyes of men and foreigners, or the eyes of her own 
countrywoman? Mercy's hesitation left her. She 
emptied the contents of the case on the table. 

That trifling action decided the whole future course 
of her life. 
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CHAPTER THE FOUETH. 

THE TEMPTATION. 

Some letters, tied together with a ribbon, attracted 
Mercy's attention first. The ink in which the ad- 
dresses were written had faded with age. The letters, 
directed alternately to Colonel Eoseberry and to the 
Honourable Mrs. Eoseberry, contained a correspondence 
between the husband and wife at a time when the 
Colonel's military duties had obliged him to be absent 
from home. Mercy tied the letters up again, and 
passed on to the papers that lay nest in order under 
her hand. 

These consisted of a few leaves pinned together, 
and headed (in a woman's handwriting), ' My Journal 
at Eome.' A brief examination showed that the journal 
had been written by Miss Eoseberry, and that it was 
mainly devoted to a record of the last days of her 
father's life 

After replacing the journal and the correspondence 
in the case, the one paper left on the table was a letter. 
The envelope — which was unclosed — bore this address : 
'Lady Janet Eoy, Mablethorpe House, Kensington, 
London.' Mercy took the enclosure from the open 
envelope. The first lines she read informed her that 
she had found the Colonel's letter of introduction, pre- 
senting his daughter to her protectress on her arrival 
in England. 
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Mercy read the letter through. It was described 
by the writer as the last effort of a dying man. Colonel 
Eoseberry wrote affectionately of his daughter's merits, 
and regretfully of her neglected education — ascribing 
the latter to the pecuniary losses which had forced him 
to emigrate to Canada in the character of a poor man. 
Fervent expressions of gratitude followed, addressed to 
Lady Janet. ' I owe it to you,' the letter concluded, 
'that I am dying with my mind at ease about the 
future of my darling girl. To your generous protection 
I commit the one treasure I have left to me on earth. 
Through your long lifetime you have nobly used your 
high rank and your great fortune as a means of doing 
good. I believe it will not be counted among the least 
of your virtues hereafter that you comforted the last 
hours of an old soldier by opening your heart and your 
home to his friendless child.' 

So the letter ended. Mercy laid it down with a 
heavy heart. What a chance the poor girl had lost ! 
A woman of rank and fortune waiting to receive her — 
a woman so merciful and so generous that the father's 
mind had been easy about the daughter on his death- 
bed — and there the daughter lay, beyond the reach of 
Lady Janet's kindness, beyond the need of Lady Janet's 
help! 

The French captain's writing materials were left on 
the table. Mercy turned the letter over so that she 
might write the news of Miss Roseberry's death on the 
blank page at the end. She was still considering what 
expressions she should use, when the sound of complain- 
ing voices from the next room caught her ear. The 

D 
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wounded men left behind were moaning for help — the 
deserted soldiers were losing their fortitude at last. 

She entered the kitchen. A cry of delight welcomed 
her appearance— the mere sight of her composed the 
men. From one straw bed to another she passed, with 
comforting words that gave them hope, with skilled and 
tender hands that soothed their pain. They kissed the 
hem of her black dress ; they called her their guardian 
angel, as the beautiful creature moved among them, 
and bent over their hard pillows her gentle compassion- 
ate face. ' I will be with you when the Germans come,' 
she said, as she left them to return to her unwritten 
letter. ' Courage, my poor fellows ! You are not de- 
serted by your nurse.' 

' Courage, madam ! ' the men replied, ' and God 
bless you ! ' 

If the firing had been resumed at that moment — if 
a shell had struck her dead in the act of succouring the 
afflicted — what Christian judgment would have hesi- 
tated to declare that there was a place for this woman 
in heaven ? But, if the war ended and left her still 
living, where was the place for her on earth ? Where 
were her prospects ? Where was her home ? 

She returned to the letter. Instead, however, of 
seating herself to write, she stood by the table, absently 
looking down at the morsel of paper. 

A strange fancy had sprung to life in her mind on 
re-entering the room ; she herself smiled faintly at the 
extravagance of it. What if she were to ask Lady Janet 
Roy to let her supply Miss Roseberry's place? She 
had met with Miss Roseberry under critical circum- 
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stances : and she had done for her all that one woman 
could do to help another. There was in this circum- 
stance some little claim to notice, perhaps, if Lady 
Janet had no other companion and reader in view. 
Suppose she ventured to plead her own cause — what 
would the noble and merciful lady do? She would 
write back, and say, ' Send me references to your cha- 
racter, and I will see what can be done.' Her charac- 
ter ! Her references ! Mercy laughed bitterly, and sat 
down to write in the fewest words all that was needed 
from her — a plain statement of the facts. 

No ! Not a line could she put on the paper. That 
fancy of hers was not to be dismissed at will. Her 
mind was perversely busy now with an imaginary 
picture of the beauty of Mablethorpe House and the 
comfort and elegance of the life that was led there. 
Once more she thought of the chance which Miss Eose- 
berry had lost. Unhappy creature ! what a home would 
have been open to her if the shell had only fallen on the 
aide of the window instead of on the side of the yard ! 

Mercy pushed the letter away from her, and walked 
impatiently to and fro in the room. 

The perversity in her thoughts was not to be mas- 
tered in that way. Her mind only abandoned one 
useless train of reflection to oocupy itself with another 
She was now looking by anticipation at her own future 
What were her prospects (if she lived through it) when 
the war was over ? The experience of the past deline- 
ated with pitiless fidelity the dreary scene. Go where 
she might, do what she might, it would end always in 
the same way. Curiosity and admiration excited by he* 
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beauty; enquiries made about her ; the story of the pa«t 
discovered; Society charitably sorry for her; Society 
generously subscribing for her; and still, through all 
the years of her life, the same result in the end — the 
Bhadow of the old disgrace surrounding her as with a 
pestilence ; isolating her among other women ; branding 
her, even when she had earned her pardon in the sight 
of God, with the mark of an indelible disgrace in the 
sight of man : there was the prospect ! And she was 
only five-and-twenty last birthday ; she was in the 
prime of her health and her strength ; she might live, 
in the course of nature, fifty years more ' 

She stopped again at the bedside ; she looked again 
at the face of the corpse. 

To what end had the shell struck the woman who 
had some hope in her life, and spared the woman who 
had none? The words she had herself spoken to Grace 
Eoseberry came back to her as she thought of it. ' If 
I only had your chance ! If I only had your reputation 
and your prospects!' And there was the chance wasted! 
there were the enviable prospects thrown away ! It was 
almost maddening to contemplate that result, feeling 
her own position as she felt it. In the bitter mockery 
of despair, she bent over the lifeless figure, and spoke 
to it as if it had ears to hear her. ' Oh ! ' she said, 
longingly, 'if you could be Mercy Merrick, and if I 
could be Grace Eoseberry, now ! ' 

The instant the words passed her lips she started 
into an erect position. She stood by the bed, with her 
eyes staring wildly into empty space ; with her brain in 
a flame; with her heart beating as if it would stifle her. 
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If you could be Mercy Merrick and if I could be Grace 
Roseberry, now!' In one breathless moment, the 
thought assumed a new development in her mind. In 
one breathless moment, the conviction struck her like 
an electric shock. She might be Grace Roseberry if 
she dared ! There was absolutely nothing to stop her 
from presenting herself to Lady Janet Roy under Grace's 
name and in Grace's place \ 

What were the risks ? Where was the weak point 
in the scheme ? 

Grace had said it herself in so many words — she 
and Lady Janet had never seen each other. Her friends 
were in Canada ; her relations in England were dead. 
Mercy knew the place in which she had lived — the place 
called Port Logan — as well as she had known it herself. 
Mercy had only to read the manuscript journal to be 
able to answer any questions relating to the visit to 
Rome and to Colonel Roseberry's death. She had no 
accomplished lady to personate : Grace had spoken her- 
self — her father's letter spoke also in the plainest terms 
— of her neglected education. Everything, literally 
everything, was in the lost woman's favour. The people 
with whom she had been connected in the ambulance 
had gone, to return no more. Her own clothes were on 
Miss Roseberry at that moment — marked with her own 
name. Miss Roseberry's clothes, marked with her name- 
were drying, at Mercy's disposal, in the next room 
The way of escape from the unendurable humiliation 
of her present life lay open before her at last. What a 
prospect it was ! A new identity, which she might own 
anywhere ! a new name, which was beyond reproach ! a 
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new past life, into which all the world might search, 
and be welcome ! Her colour rose, her eyes sparkled ; 
she had never been so irresistibly beautiful as she 
looked at the moment when the new future disclosed 
itself, radiant with new hope. 

She waited a minute, until she could think ove* 
her own daring project from another point of view. 
Where was the harm of it ? wnat did her conscience 

pay? 

As to Grace, in the first place. What injury was 
she doing to a woman who was dead ? The question 
answered itself. No injury to the woman. No injury 
to her relations. Her relations were dead also. 

As to Lady Janet, in the second place. If she 
served her new mistress faithfully ; if she filled her 
new sphere honourably ; if she was diligent under 
instruction, and grateful for kindness — if, in one 
word, she was all that she might be and would be in 
the heavenly peace and security of that new life — 
what injury was she doing to Lady Janet ? Once more, 
the question answered itself. She might, and would, 
give Lady Janet cause to bless the day when she first 
entered the house. 

She snatched up Colonel Eoseberry's letter, and put 
it into the case with the other papers. The opportunity 
wa3 before her ; the chances were all in her favour ; 
her conscience said nothing against trying the daring 
scheme. She decided, then and there — ' I'll do it ! ' 

Something jarred on her finer sense, something 
offended her better nature, as she put the case into the 
pocket of her dress. She had decided, and yet she 
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was not at ease ; she was not quite sure of having 
fairly questioned her conscience yet. What if she laid 
the letter- case on the table again, and waited until 
her excitement had all cooled down, and then put the 
contemplated project soberly on its trial before her own 
sense of right and wrong ? 

She thought once — and hesitated. Before she could 
think twice, the distant tramp of marching footsteps, 
and the distant clatter of horses' hoofs were wafted to 
her on the night air. The Germans were entering the 
village ! In a few minutes more they would appear in 
the cottage ; they would summon her to give an ac- 
count of herself. There was no time for waiting until 
she was composed again. Which should it be— the 
new life, as Grace Eoseberry ? or the old life, as 
Mercy Merrick ? 

She looked for the last time at the bed. Grace's 
course was run ; Grace's future was at her disposal, 
Her resolute nature, forced to a choice on the instant, 
held by the daring alternative. She persisted in 
the determination to take Grace's place. 

The tramping footsteps of the Germans came 
nearer and nearer. The voices of the officers were 
audible, giving the words of command. 

She seated herself at the table, waiting steadily for 
what was to come. 

The ineradicable instinct of the sex directed her 
eyes to her dress before the Germans appeared. 
Looking it over to see that it was in perfect order, 
her eyes fell upon the red cross on her left shoulder. la 
st moment it struck her that her nurse's costume might 
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involve her in a needless risk. It associated her with 
a public position : it might lead to enquiries at a later 
time, and those enquiries might betray her. 

She looked round. The grey cloak which she had 
lent to Grace attracted her attention. She took it up, 
and covered herself with it from head to foot. 

The cloak was just arranged round her, when she 
heard the outer door thrust open, and voices speaking 
in a strange tongue, and arms grounded in the room 
behind her. Should she wait to be discovered ? or 
should she show herself of her own accord ? It was 
less trying, to such a nature as hers to show herself 
than to wait. She advanced to enter the kitchen. The 
canvas curtain, as she stretched out her hand to it, wa« 
suddenly drawn back from the other side, and thref 
men confronted her in the open doorway. 



CHAPTEK THE FIFTH. 

THE GERMAN SURGEON. 

The youngest of the three strangers — judging by fea- 
tures, complexion, and manner — was apparently an 
Englishman. He wore a military cap and military 
boots, but was otherwise dressed as a civilian. Next 
to him stood an officer in Prussian uniform, and next 
to the officer was the third and the oldest of the party. 
He also was dressed in uniform, but his appearance 
was far from bemg suggestive of the appearance of a 
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military man. He halted on one foot, lie stooped at 
the shoulders, and instead of a sword at his side he 
carried a stick in his hand. After looking sharply 
through a large pair of tortoise-shell spectacles, first 
at Mercy, then at the hed, then all round the room, 
he turned with a cynical composure of manner to the 
Prussian officer, and broke silence in these words : 

' A woman ill on the bed ; another woman in at- 
tendance on her, and no one else in the room. Anv 
necessity, major, for setting a guard here ? ' 

'No necessity,' answered the major. He wheeled 
round on his heel and returned to the kitchen. The 
Grerman surgeon advanced a little, led by his profes- 
sional instinct, in the direction of the bedside. The 
young Englishman, whose eyes had remained riveted 
in admiration on Mercy, drew the canvas screen over 
the doorway, and respectfully addressed her in the 
French language. 

' May I ask if I am speaking to a French lady ? ' 
he said. 

* I am an Englishwoman,' Mercy replied. 

The surgeon heard the answer. Stopping short on 
his way to the bed, he pointed to the recumbent figure 
on it, and said to Mercy, in good English, spoken with 
a strong Grerman accent — 

' Can I be of any use there ? ' 

His manner was ironically courteous; his harsh 
voice was pitched in one sardonic monotony of tone. 
Mercy took an instantaneous dislike to this hobbling, 
ugly old man, staring at her rudely through his great 
tortoise-shell spectacles. 
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You can be of no use, sir,' she said, shortly. ' The 
lady was killed when your troops shelled this cottage.' 

The Englishman started, and looked compassionately 
towards the bed. The German refreshed himself with 
a pinch of snuff, and put another question : 

' Has the body been examined by a medical man ? ' 
he asked. Mercy ungraciously limited her reply to the 
one necessary word ' Yes.' 

The present surgeon was not a man to be daunted 
by a lady's disapproval of him. He went on with his 
4 uestions. 

' Who has examined the body ? ' he enquired next. 

Mercy answered, ' The doctor attached to the French 
ambulance.' 

The German grunted in contemptuous disapproval 
of all French men and all French institutions. The 
Englishman seized his first opportunity of addressing 
himself to Mercy once more. 

' Is the lady a countrywoman of ours ? ' he asked 
gently. 

Mercy considered before she answered him. With 
the object she had in view, there might be serious rea- 
sons for speaking with extreme caution when she spoke 
of Grace. 

' I believe so,' she said. < We met here by accident. 
I know nothing of her.' 

'Not even her name?' enquired the German surgeon. 

Mercy's resolution was hardly equal yet to giving 
her own name openly as the name of Grace. She too* 
refuge in flat denial. 

' Not even her name,' she repeated obstinately. 
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The old man stared at her more rudely than ever 
— considered with himself — and took the candle from 
the table. He hobbled back to the bed, and examined 
the figure laid on it in silence. The Englishman con- 
tinued the conversation, no longer concealing the interest 
that he felt in the beautiful woman who stood before 
him. 

' Pardon me,' he said ; ' you are very young to be 
alone in war-time in such a place as this.' 

The sudden outbreak of a disturbance in the kitchen 
relieved Mercy from any immediate necessity for an- 
swering him. She heard the voices of the wounded 
men raised in feeble remonstrance, and the harsh com- 
mand of the foreign officers, bidding them be silent. 
The generous instincts of the woman instantly prevailed 
over every personal consideration imposed on her by the 
position which she had assumed. Keckless whether she 
betrayed herself or not as nurse in the French ambu- 
lance, she instantly drew aside the canvas to enter the 
kitchen. A German sentinel barred the way to her, 
and announced, in his own language, that no strangers 
were admitted. The Englishman, politely interposing, 
asked if she had any special object in wishing to enter 
the room. 

* The poor Frenchmen ! ' she said earnestly, her heart 
upbraiding her for having forgotten them. < The poor 
wounded Frenchmen ! ' 

The German surgeon advanced from the bedside, 
and took the matter up oefore the Englishman could 
say a word more. 

* You have nothing to do with the wounded Freaeh- 
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men,' he croaked, in the harshest notes of his voice. 
' The wounded Frenchmen are my business, and not 
yours. They are our prisoners, and they are being 
moved to our ambulance. I am Ignatius Wetzel, chief 
of the medical staff — and I tell you this. Hold your 
tongue.' He turned to the sentinel, and added in 
German, ' Draw the curtain again ; and if the woman 
persists, put her back into this room with your own 
hand.' 

Mercy attempted to remonstrate. The Englishman 
respectfully took her arm, and drew her out of the 
sentinel's reach. 

' It is useless to resist,' he said. ' The German disci- 
pline never gives way. There is not the least need 
to be uneasy about the Frenchmen. The ambulance, 
under Surgeon Wetzel, is admirably administered. I 
answer for it, the men will be well treated.' He saw 
the tears in her eyes as he spoke ; his admiration for 
her rose higher and higher. ' Kind as well as beautiful,' 
he thought. ' What a chaiming creature ! ' 

' Well ! ' said Ignatius Wetzel, eyeing Mercy sternly 
through his spectacles. ' Are you satisfied ? And will 
you hold your tongue ? ' 

She yielded : it was plainly useless to-persist. But 
for the surgeon's resistance, her devotion to the 
wounded men might have stopped her on the down- 
ward way that she was going. If she could only have 
been absorbed again, mind and body, in her good work 
as a nurse, the temptation might even yet have found 
her strong enough to resist it. The fatal severity of 
the German discipline had snapped asunder the last 
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tie that bound her to her better self. Her face har- 
dened as she walked away proudly from Surgeon Wetzel, 
and took a chair. 

The Englishman followed her, and reverted to the 
question of her present situation in the cottage. 

' Don't suppose that I want to alarm you,' he said. 
* There is, I repeat, no need to be anxious about the 
Frenchmen, but there is serious reason for anxiety on 
your own account. The action will be renewed round 
this village by daylight ; you ought really to be in a 
place of safety. I am an officer in the English army — 
my name is Horace Holmcroft. I shall be delighted 
to be of use to you, and I can be of use if you will let 
ne. May I ask if you are travelling ?' 

Mercy gathered the cloak which concealed her 
nurse's dress more closely round her, and committed 
herself silently to her first overt act of deception. She 
bowed her head in the affirmative. 

' Are you on your way to England V 

'Yes.' 

* In that case, I can pass you through the German 
lines, and forward you at once on your journey.' 

Mercy looked at him in unconcealed surprise. Hia 
strongly-felt interest in her was restrained within the 
strictest limits of good breeding : he was unmistakably 
a gentleman. Did he really mean what he had just 
said? 

'You can pass me through the German lines?' she 
repeated. ' You must possess extraordinary influence, 
sir, to be able to do that.' 

Mr Horace Holmcroft smiled. 
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' I possess the influence that no one can resist,' he 
answered — ' the influence of the Press. I am serving 
here as war-correspondent of one of our great English 
newspapers. If I ask him, the commanding officer will 
grant you a pass. He is close to this cottage. What 
do you say?' 

She summoned her resolution — not without diffi- 
culty, even now — and took him at his word. 

' I gratefully accept your offer, sir.' 

He advanced a step towards the kitchen, and 
stopped. 

' It may be well to make the application as pri- 
vately as possible,' he said. ' I shall be questioned if I 
pass through that room. Is there no other way out of 
the cottage?' 

Mercy showed him the door leading into the yard. 
He bowed — and left her. 

She looked furtively towards the German surgeon. 
Ignatius Wetzel was again at the bed, bending over the 
body, and apparently absorbed in examining the wound 
which had been inflicted by the shell. Mercy's in- 
stinctive aversion to the old man increased tenfold now 
that she was left alone with him. She withdrew un- 
easily to the window, and looked out at the moonlight. 

Had she committed herself to the fraud ? Hardly, 
yet. She had committed herself to returning to Eng- 
land — nothing more. There was no necessity, thus far, 
which forced her to present herself at Mablethorpe 
House, in Grace's place. There was still time to re- 
consider her resolution — still time to write the account 
of the accident, as she had proposed, and to send it 
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with the letter-case to Lady Janet Roy. Suppose she 
finally decided on taking this course, what was to 
become of her when she found herself in England 
again? There was no alternative open but to apply 
once more to her friend the Matron. There was no- 
thing for her to do but to return to the Refuge ! 

The Refuge ! The Matron ! What past association 
with these two was now presenting itself uninvited, and 
taking the foremost place in her mind ? Of whom was 
she now thinking, in that strange place, and at that 
crisis in her life ? Of the man whose words had found 
their way to her heart, whose influence had strength- 
ened and comforted her, in the chapel of the Refuge. 
One of the finest passages in his sermon had been espe- 
cially devoted by Julian Grray to warning the congre- 
gation whom he addressed against the degrading in- 
fluences of falsehood and deceit. The terms in which 
he had appealed to the miserable women round him — 
terms of sympathy and encouragement never addressed 
to them before — came back to Mercy Merrick as if she 
had heard them an hour since. She turned deadly pale 
as they now pleaded with her once more. ' Oh I ' she 
whispered to herself, as she thought of what she had 
purposed and planned ; 5 what have I done ? what have 
I done?' 

She turned from the window with some vague idea in 
her mind of following Mr. ff olmcroft and calling him 
back. As she faced the bed again, she also confronted 
Ignatius Wetzel. He was just stepping forward to speak 
to her, with a white handkerchief — the handkerchief 
^hich she had lent to Grace — held up in his hand. 
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* I have found this in her pocket,' he said, ' Here 
is her name written on it. She must be a country- 
woman of yours.' He read the letters marked on the 
handkerchief with some difficulty. 'Her name is-- 
Mercy Merrick.' 

His lips had said it — not hers! He had given 
Grace Koseberry the name. 

' " Mercy Merrick " is an English name ? ' pursued 
Ignatius "Wetzel, with his eyes steadily fixed on her. 
' Is it not so ? ' 

The hold on her mind of the past association with 
Julian Gray began to relax. One present and pressing 
question now possessed itself of the foremost place in 
her thoughts. Should she correct the error into which 
the German had fallen ? The time had come — to 
speak, and assert her own identity ; or to be silent, and 
commit herself to the fraud. 

Horace Holmcroft entered the room again, at the 
moment when Surgeon Wetzel's staring eyes were still 
fastened on her, waiting for her reply. 

' I have not overrated my interest,' he said, point- 
ing to a little slip of paper in his hand. ' Here is the 
pass. Have you got pen and ink ? I must fill up the 
form.' 

Mercy pointed to the writing materials on the table, 
Horace seated himself, and dipped the pen in the ink. 

' Pray don't think that I wish to intrude myself 
into your affairs,' he said. ' I am obliged to ask you 
one or two plain questions. What is your name ? ' 

A sudden trembling seized her. She supported 
herself against the foot of the bed. Her whole future 
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existence depended on her answer. She was incapable 
of uttering a word. 

Ignatius Wetzel stood her friend once more. His 
croaking voice filled the empty gap of silence exactly 
at the right time. He doggedly held the handkerchief 
under her eyes. He obstinately repeated, ' Mercy Mer- 
rick is an English name. Is it not so ? ' 

Horace Holmcrofb looked up from the table. 
' Mercy Merrick ? ' he said. ' Who is Mercy Merrick ? ' 

Surgeon Wetzel pointed to the corpse on the bed. 

' I have found the name on the handkerchief,' he 
said. ' This lady, it seems, had not curiosity enough 
to look for the name of her own countrywoman.' He 
made that mocking allusion to Mercy with a tone which 
was almost a tone of suspicion, and a look which was 
almost a look of contempt. Her quick temper instantly 
resented the discourtesy of which she had been made the 
object. The irritation of the moment — so often do the 
most trifling motives determine the most serious human 
actions — decided her on the course that she should 
pursue. She turned her back scornfully on the rude 
old man, and left him in the delusion that he had dis- 
covered the dead woman's name. 

Horace returned to the business of filling up the 
form. 

'Pardon me for pressing the question,' he said. 
'You know what German discipline is by this time. 
What is your name ? ' 

She answered him recklessly, defiantly, without 
fairly realising what she was doing, until it was done. 

' Grace Eoseberry,' she said. 

£ 
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The words were hardly out of her mouth before ahe 
would have given everything she possessed in the world 
to recall them. 

' Miss ? ' asked Horace, smiling. 
She could only answer him by bowing her head. 
He wrote, ' Miss Grace Eoseberry ' — reflected for a 
moment — and then added interrogatively, ' Keturning 
to her friends in England ? ' Her friends in England ! 
Mercy's heart swelled : she silently replied by another 
Bign. He wrote the words after the name, and shook 
the sand-box over the wet ink. ' That will be enough, 
he said, rising and presenting the pass to Mercy ; ' I 
will see you through the lines myself, and arrange for 
your being sent on by the railway. Where is your 
luggage ? ' 

Mercy pointed towards the front door of the build- 
ing. ' In a shed outside the cottage,' she answered. 
' It is not much ; I can do everything for myself if the 
sentinel will let me pass through the kitchen.' 

Horace pointed to the paper in her hand. ' You can 
go where you like now,' he said. ' Shall I wait for you 
here, or outride ?' 

Mercy glanced distrustfully at Ignatius Wetzel. 
He had resumed his endless examination of the body on 
the bed. If she left him alone with Mr. Holmcroft, 
there was no knowing what the hateful old man might 
not say of her. She answered, ' Wait for me outside, 
if you please.' 

The sentiuel drew back with a military salute at 
the sight of the pass. All the French prisoners had 
been removed ; there were not more than half-a-dozen 
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Germans in the kitchen, and the greater part of them 
were asleep. Mercy took Grace Roseberry's clothes 
from the corner in which they had been left to dry, and 
made for the shed, a rough structure of wood, built 
out from the cottage wall. At the front door she en- 
countered a second sentinel, and showed her pass for the 
second time. She spoke to this man, asking him if he 
understood French. He answered that he understood 
a little. Mercy gave him a piece of money and said, 
' I am going to pack up my luggage in the shed. Be 
kind enough to see that nobody disturbs me.' The 
sentinel saluted, in token that he understood. Mercy 
disappeared in the dark interior of the shed. 

Left alone with Surgeon "Wetzel, Horace noticed 
the strange old man still bending intently over the 
English lady who had been killed by the shell. 

' Anything remarkable,' he asked, ' in the manner 
of that poor creature's death ?' 

'Nothing to put in a newspaper,' retorted the 
cynic, pursuing his investigations as attentively as ever. 

' Interesting to a doctor — eh ? ' said Horace. 

'Yes. Interesting to a doctor,' was the gruff 
reply. 

Horace good-humouredly accepted the hint implied 
in those words. He quitted the room by the door 
Leading into the yard, and waited for the charming 
Englishwoman as he had been instructed, outside the 
cottage. 

Left by himself, Ignatius Wetzel, after a firsi 
eautious look all round him, opened the upper part, of 

B 2 
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Grace's dress, and laid his left hand on her heart. 
Taking a little steel instrument from his waistcoat 
pocket with the other hand, he applied it carefully to 
the wound — raised a morsel of the broken and depressed 
bone of the skull, and waited for the result. ' Aha ! ' 
he cried, addressing with a terrible gaiety the senseless 
creature under his hands. ' The Frenchman says you 
are dead, my dear — does he ? The Frenchman is a 
Quack! The Frenchman is an Ass!' He lifted his 
head, and called into the kitchen. ' Max ! ' A sleepy 
young German, covered with a dresser's apron from his 
chin to his feet, drew the curtain and waited for his 
instructions. ' Bring me my black bag,' said Ignatius 
Wetzel. Having given that order, he rubbed his hands 
cheerfully, and shook himself like a dog. ' Now I am 
quite happy,' croaked the terrible old man, with his 
fierce eyes leering sidelong at the bed. ' My dear dead 
Englishwoman, I would not have missed this meeting 
with you for all the money I have in the world. Ha ! 
you infernal French Quack, you call it death, do you ? 
I call it suspended animation from pressure on the 
brain i' 

Max appeared with the black bag, 

Ignatius "Wetzel selected two fearful instruments, 
bright and new, and hugged them to his bosom. ' My 
little boys,' he said tenderly, as if they were two 
children ; ' my blessed little boys, come to work ! ' He 
turned to the assistant. ' Po you remember the battle 
of Solferino, Max — and the Austrian soldier I operated 
on for a wound on the head?' 

The assistant' s sleepy eyes opened wide : he waa 
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evidently interested. ' I remember,' he said. ' I held 
the candle.' 

The master led the way to the bed. 

' I am not satisfied with the result of that operation 
at Solferino,' he said ; ' I have wanted to try again 
ever since. It's true that I saved the man's life, but 
I failed to give him back his reason along with it. It 
might have been something wrong in the operation, or 
it might have been something wrong in the man, 
Whichever it was, he will live and die, mad. Now 
look here, my little Max, at this dear young lady on 
the bed. She gives me just what I wanted ; here is 
the case at Solferino, once more. You shall hold the 
candle again, my good boy; stand there, and look 
with all your eyes. I am going to try if I can save 
the life and the reason too, this time.' 

He tucked up the cuffs of his coat, and began the 
operation. As his fearful instruments touched Grace's 
head, the voice of the sentinel at the nearest outpost 
was heard, giving the word in German which per- 
mitted Mercy to take the first step on her journey to 
England : 

' Pass the English lady ! ' 

The operation proceeded. The voice of the sentinel 
at the next post was heard more faintly, in its turn : 

' Pass the English lady ! ' 

The operation ended. Ignatius Wetzel held up 
his hand for silence, and put his ear close to the 
patient's mouth. 

The first trembling breath of returning life 
fluttered over Grace Roseberry's lips, and touched the 
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old man's wrinkled cheek. ' Aha ! ' he cried. < Good 
girl I you breathe— you live ! ' As he spoke, the voice 
of the sentinel at the final limit of the German lines 
(barely audible in the distance) gave the word for the 
last time : 

' Pass the English lady ! 

THE ESD OF THE FIBST SCENE. 



SECOND SCENE. 

MABLETHORPE HOUSE. 

PKEAMBLE. 

The place is England. 

The time is winter, in the year eighteen hundred 
and seventy. 

The persons are : Julian Gray, Horace Holmcroft, 
Lady Janet Roy, Grace Roseberry and Mercy Merrick. 
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CHAPTEE THE SIXTH. 

LADY JANKT'S COMPANION. 

It is a glorious winter's day. The sky is clear, the 
frost is hard, the ice bears for skating. 

The dining-room of the ancient mansion, called 
Mablethorpe House, situated in the London suburb 
of Kensington, is famous among artists and othei 
persons of taste for the carved wood-work, of Italian 
origin, which covers the walls on three sides. On the 
fourth side, the march of modern improvement has 
broken in, and has varied and brightened the scene by 
means of a conservatory, forming an entrance to the 
room, through a winter garden of rare plants and 
flowers. On your right hand, as you stand fronting 
the conservatory, the monotony of the panelled wall 
is relieved by a quaintly-patterned door of old inlaid 
wood, leading into the library, and thence, across the 
great hall, to the other reception rooms of the house. 
A corresponding door on the left hand gives access to 
the billiard-room, to the smoking-room next to it, and 
to a smaller hall commanding one of the secondary 
entrances to the building. On the left side also is the 
ample fire-place, surmounted by its marble mantel- 
piece, carved in the profusely and confusedly ornate 
style of eighty years since. To the educated eye, the 
dining-room, with its modern furniture and conserva- 
tory, its ancient walls and doors, and its lofty mantel- 
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piece (neither very old nor very new) presents a 
startling, almost a revolutionary mixture of the deco- 
rative workmanship of widely-differing schools. To 
the ignorant eye, the one result produced is an 
impression of perfect luxury and comfort, united in 
the friendliest combination, and developed on the 
largest scale. 

The clock has just struck two. The table is spread 
for luncheon. 

The persons seated at the table are three in number. 
First, Lady Janet Eoy. Second, a young lady who is her 
reader and companion. Third, a guest staying in the 
house, who has already appeared in these pages under 
the name of Horace Holmcroft — attached to the German 
army as war-correspondent of an English newspaper. 

Lady Janet Eoy needs but little introduction. Every- 
body with the slightest pretension to experience in 
London society knows Lady Janet Eoy. 

Who has not heard of her old lace and her priceless 
rubies ? Who hats not admired her commanding figure, 
her beautifully-dressed white hair, her wonderful black 
eyes, which still preserve their youthful brightness, after 
first opening on the world seventy years since ? Who 
has not felt the charm of her frank easily-flowing talk, 
her inexhaustible spirits, her good-humoured gracious 
sociability of manner ? Where is the modern hermit 
who is not familiarly acquainted, by hearsay at least, 
with the fantastic novelty and humour of her opinions ; 
with her generous encouragement of rising merit of any 
sort, in ail ranks, high or low; with her charities, 
which know no distinction between abroad and at 
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home ; with her large indulgence, which no ingratitude 
can discourage and no servility pervert? Everybody 
has heard of the popular old lady — the childless widow 
of a long-forgotten lord. Everybody knows Lady Janet 
Roy. 

But who knows the handsome young woman sitting 
on her right hand, playing with her luncheon instead of 
eating it ? Nobody really knows her. 

She is prettily dressed in grey poplin, trimmed with 
grey velvet, and set off by a ribbon of deep red tied in 
a bow at the throat. She is nearly as tall as Lady Janet 
herself, and possesses a grace and beauty of figure not 
always seen in women who rise above the medium height. 
Judging by a certain innate grandeur in the carriage 
of her head, and in the expression of her large melan- 
choly grey eyes, believers in blood and breeding will be 
apt to guess that this is another noble lady. Alas ! she 
is nothing but Lady Janet's companion and reader. 
Her head, crowned with its lovely light brown hair, 
bends with a gentle respect when Lady Janet speaks. 
Her fine firm hand is easily and incessantly watchful to 
supply Lady Janet's slightest wants. The old lady — 
affectionately familiar with her — speaks to her as she 
might speak to an adopted child. But the gratitude of 
the beautiful companion has always the same restraint 
in its acknowledgment of kindness ; the smile of the 
beautiful companion has always the same underlying 
sadness when it responds to Lady Janet's hearty laugh. 
Is there something wrong here, under the surface ? Is 
Bhe suffering in mind, or suffering in body ? What is 
the matter with her r 
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The matter with her is secret remorse. This delicate 
and beautiful creature pines under the slow torment of 
constant self-reproach. 

To the mistress of the house, and to all who inhabit 
it or enter it, she is known as Grace Eoseberry, the 
orphan relative by marriage of Lady Janet Eoy. To 
herself alone she is known as the outcast of the Londorj 
streets ; the inmate of the London refuge ; the lost 
woman who has stolen her way back — after vainly try- 
ing to fight her way back — to Home and Name. There 
she sits in the grim shadow of her own terrible secret, 
disguised in another person's identity, and established 
in another person's place Mercy Merrick had only to 
dare, and to become Grace Eoseberry if she pleased. 
She has dared ; and she has been Grace Eoseberry for 
nearly four months past. 

At this moment, while Lady Janet is talking to 
Horace Holmcroft, something that has passed between 
them has set her thinking of the day when she took the 
first fatal step which committed her to the fraud. 

How marvellously easy of accomplishment the act 
of personation had been ! At first sight, Lady Janet 
had yielded to the fascination of the noble and interest- 
ing face. No need to present the stolen letter ; no need 
to repeat the ready-made story. The old lady had put 
the letter aside unopened, and had stopped the story at 
the first words. ' Your face is your introduction, my 
dea.r ; your father can say nothing for you which you have 
not already said for yourself.' There was the welcome 
which established her firmly in her false identity at the 
outset. Thanks to her own experience, and thanks to 
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the ' Journal ' of events at Eome, questions about her 
life in Canada, and questions about Colonel Koseberry's 
illness, found her ready with answers which (even if 
suspicion had existed) would have disarmed suspicion 
on the spot. While the true Grace was slowly and 
painfully winning her way back to life on her bed in a 
German hospital, the false Grace was presented to Lady 
Janet's friends as the relative by marriage of the mis- 
tress of Mablethorpe House. From that time forward 
nothing had happened to rouse in Mercy the faintest 
suspicion that Grace Eoseberry was other than a dead, 
and buried, woman. So far as she now knew — so far as 
anyone now knew — she might live out her life in perfect 
security (if her conscience would let her), respected, dis- 
tinguished, and beloved, in the position which she had 
usurped. 

She rose abruptly from the table. The effort of 
her life was to shake herself free of the remembrances 
which haunted her perpetually as they were haunting 
her now. Her memory was her worst enemy ; her one 
refuge from it was in change of occupation and change 
of scene. 

'May I go into the conservatory, Lady Janet?' she 
asked. 

' Certainly, my dear.' 

She bent her head to her protectress— looked for a 
moment, with a steady compassionate attention, at 
Horace Holmcroft — and, slowly crossing the room, en- 
tered the winter garden. The eyes of Horace followed 
her. as long as she was in view, with a curious, contra- 
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dictory expression of admiration and disapproval. When 
she had passed out of sight, the admiration vanished, 
but the disapproval remained. The face of the young 
man contracted into a frown : he sat silent, with his 
fork in his hand, playing absently with the fragments 
on his plate. 

* Take some French pie, Horace,' said Lady Janet. 

* No, thank you.' 

* Some more chicken, then ?' 

* No more chicken.' 

' Will nothing tempt you ?' 

' I will take some more wine, if you will allow me. 

He filled his glass (for the fifth or sixth time) with 
claret, and emptied it sullenly at a draught. Lady 
Janet's bright eyes watched him with sardonic attention , 
Lady Janet's ready tongue spoke out as freely as usual 
what was passing in her mind at the time. 

'The air of Kensington doesn't seem to suit you, 
my young friend,' she said. ' The longer you have been 
my guest, the oftener you fill your glass and empty 
your cigar-case. Those are bad signs in a young man. 
When you first came here, you arrived invalided by 
a wound. In your place, I should not have exposed 
myself to be shot, with no other object in view than 
describing a battle in a newspaper. I suppose tastes 
differ. Are you ill? Does your wound still plague 
you?' 

' Not in the least.' 

' Are you out of spirits ? ' 

Horace Holmcroft dropped his fork, rested his 
elbows on the table, and answered, ' Awfully.' 
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Even Lady Janet's large toleration had its limits, 
[t embraced every human offence, except a breach of 
good manners. She snatched up the nearest weapon of 
correction at hand — a table-spoon — and rapped her 
young friend smartly with it on the arm that was 
nearest to her. 

' My table is not the club table,' said the old lady. 
' Hold up your head. Don't look at your fork — look 
at me. I allow nobody to be out of spirits in My house. 
I consider it to be a reflection on Me. If our quiet 
life here doesn't suit you, say so plainly, and find some- 
thing else to do. There is employment to be had, I 
suppose — if you choose to apply for it ? You needn't 
smile. I don't want to see your teeth — I want an 
answer.' 

Horace admitted, with all needful gravity, that 
there was employment to be had. The war between 
France and Germany, he remarked, was still going on : 
the newspaper had offered to employ him again in the 
capacity of correspondent. 

' Don't speak of the newspapers and the war ! ' cried 
Lady Janet, with a sudden explosion of anger, which 
was genuine anger this time. ' I detest the newspapers ! 
I won't allow the newspapers to enter this house. I 
lay the whole blame of the blood shed between France 
and Germany at their door. 

Horace's eyes opened wide in amazement. The 
eld lady was evidently in earnest. ' What can you 
possibly mean ? ' he asked. ' Are the newspapers 
responsible for the war ? ' 

* Entirely responsible,' answered Lady Janet. 'Why, 
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you don't understand the age you live in ! Does anybody 
do anything nowadays (fighting included) without 
wishing to see it in the newspapers ? I subscribe to 
a charity : thou art presented with a testimonial ; he 
preaches a sermon ; we suffer a grievance ; you make a 
discovery ; they go to church and get married. And I, 
thou, he ; we, you, they, all want one and the same 
thing — we want to see it in the papers. Are kings, 
soldiers, and diplomatists exceptions to the general 
rule of humanity ? Not they ! I tell you seriously, 
if the newspapers of Europe had one and all decided 
not to take the smallest notice in print of the war 
between France and Germany, it is my firm conviction 
the war would have come to an end for want of en- 
couragement long since. Let the pen cease to adver- 
tise the sword, and I, for one, can see the result. No 
report — no fighting.' 

'Your views have the merit of perfect novelty, 
ma'am,' said Horace. ' Would you object to see them 
in the newspapers ? ' 

Lady Janet worsted her young friend with his own 
weapons. 

' Don't I live in the latter part of the nineteenth 
century ? ' she asked. ' In the newspapers, did you say ? 
In large print, Horace, if you love me ! ' 

Horace changed the subject. 

' You blame me for being out of spirits,' he said ; 
' and you seem to think it is because I am tired of my 
pleasant life at Mablethorpe House. I am not in the 
least tired, Lady Janet.' He looked towards the 
conservatory : the frown showed itself on his face once 
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more. * The truth is,' he resumed, ' I am not satisfied 
with Grace Roseberry.' 

' What has Grace done ? ' 

' She persists in prolonging our engagement. No- 
thing will persuade her to fix the day for our marriage. 

It was true ! Mercy had been mad enough to listen 
to him, and to love him. But Mercy was not vile 
enough to marry him under her false character, and 
in her false name. Between three and four months 
had elapsed since Horace had been sent home from the 
war, wounded, and had found the beautiful English- 
woman whom he had befriended in France established 
at Mablethorpe House. Invited to become Lady Janet's 
guest (he had passed his holidays as a schoolboy under 
Lady Janet's roof) — free to spend the idle time of his 
convalescence from morning to night in Mercy's society 
— the impression originally produced on him in the 
French cottage soon strengthened into love. Before 
the month was out, Horace had declared himself, and 
had discovered that he spoke to willing ears. From 
that moment it was only a question of persisting long 
enough in the resolution to gain his point. The 
marriage engagement was ratified — most reluctantly 
on the lady's side — and there the further progress of 
Horace Holmcroft's suit came to an end. Try as he 
might, he failed to persuade his betrothed wife to fix 
the day for the marriage. There were no obstacles in 
her way. She had no near relations of her own to 
consult. As a connection of Lady Janet's by marriage, 
Horace's mother and sisters were ready to receive her 
with all the honours due to a new member of the 

F 
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family. No pecuniary considerations made it neces- 
sary, in this case, to wait for a favourable time. 
Horace was an cnly son ; and he had succeeded to his 
father's estate with an ample income to support it. On 
both sides alike, the.-3 was absolutely nothing to 
prevent the two young people from being married as 
soon as the settlements could be drawn. And yet, to 
all appearance, here was a long engagement in pro- 
spect, with no better reason than the lady's incompre- 
hensible perversity to explain the delay. 

' Can you account for Grace's conduct?' asked Lady 
Janet. Her manner changed as she put the question. 
She looked and spoke like a person who was perplexed 
and annoyed. 

' I hardly like to own it,' Horace answered, ' but 
I am afraid she has some motive for deferring our 
marriage which she cannot confide either to you or 
to me.' 

Lady Janet started. 

' What makes you think that ? ' she asked. 

' I havr once or twice caught her in tears. Every 
now and then — sometimes when she is talking quite 
gaily — she suddenly changes colour, and becomes silent 
and depressed. Just now, when she left the table 
(didn't you notice it?), she looked at me in the 
strangest way — almost as if she was sorry for me. 
What do these things mean ? ' 

Horace's reply, instead of increasing Lady Janet's 
anxiety, seemed to relieve it. He had observed nothing 
which she had not noticed herself. ' You foolish boy ! ' 
she said, ' the meaning is plain enough. Grace har 
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been out of health for some time past. The doctor 
recommends change of air. I shall take her away with 
me.' 

' It would be more to the purpose,' Horace rej oined, 
' if I took her away with me. She might consent, if 
you woui 1 only use your influence. Is it asking too 
much to ask you to persuade her? My mother and 
my sisters have written to her, and have produced no 
effect. Do me the greatest of all kindnesses — speak to 
her to-day ! ' He paused , and, possessing himself of 
Lady Janet's hand, pressed it entreatingly. ' You have 
always been so good to me,' he said softly, and pressed 
it again. 

The old lady looked at him. It was impossible to 
dispute that there were attractions in Horace Holm- 
croft's face which made it well worth looking at. Many 
a woman might have envied him his clear complexion, 
his oright blue eyes, and the warm amber tint in his 
Light Saxon hair. Men — especially men skilled in 
observing physiognomy — might have noticed in the 
shape of his forehead, and in the line of his upper lip, 
the signs indicative of a moral nature deficient in 
largeness and breadth — of a mind easily accepsible to 
strong prejudices, and obstinate in maintaining those 
prejudices in the face of conviction itself. To the 
-observation of women, these remote defects were too 
far below the surface to be visible. He charmed the 
sex in general by his rare personal advantages, and by 
the graceful deference of his manner. To Lady Janet 
he was endeared, not by his own merits only, but by 
nld associations that were connected with him. His 

B 3 
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father had been one of her many admirers in her young 
days. Circumstances had parted them. Her marriage 
to another man had been a childless marriage. In 
past times, when the boy Horace had come to her from 
school, she had cherished a secret fancy (too absurd to 
be communicated to any living creature) that he ought 
to have been her son, and might have been her son, if 
she had married his father ! She smiled charmingly, 
old as she was — she yielded as his mother might have 
yielded — when the young man took her hand, and en- 
treated her to interest herself in his marriage. 

* Must I really speak to Grace ? ' she asked, with a 
gentleness of tone and manner far from characteristic, 
on ordinary occasions, of the lady of Mablethorpe House. 
Horace saw that he had gained his point. He sprang 
to his feet ; his eyes turned eagerly in the direction of 
the conservatory ; his handsome face was radiant with 
hope. Lady Janet (with her mind full of his father) 
stole a last look at him — sighed as she thought of the 
vanished days — and recovered herself. 

' Go to the smoking-room,' she said, giving him a 
push towards the door. ' Away with you, and cultivate 
the favourite vice of the nineteenth century.' Horace 
attempted to express his gratitude. ' Go and smoke ! ' 
was all she said, pushing him out. ' Go and smoke ! ' 

Left by herself, Lady Janet took a turn in the room, 
and considered a little. 

Horace's discontent was not unreasonable. There 
was really no excuse for the delay of which he com- 
plained. Whether the young lady had a special motive 
for hanging back, or whether she was merely fretting 
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because she did not know her own mind, it was, in 
either case, necessary to come to a distinct understand- 
ing, sooner or later, on the serious question of the 
marriage. The difficulty was, how to approach the 
subject without giving offence. 'I don't understand 
the young women of the present generation,' thought 
Lady Janet. ' In my time, when we were fond of a 
man, we were ready to marry him at a moment's notice. 
And this is an age of progress ! They ought to be 
readier still.' 

Arriving, by her own process of induction, at this 
inevitable conclusion, she decided to try what her in- 
fluence could accomplish, and to trust to the inspira- 
tion of the moment for exerting it in the right way. 
4 Grace ! ' she called out, approaching the conservatory 
door. 

The tall lithe figure in its grey dress glided into 
view, and stood relieved against the green background 
of the winter-garden. 

* Did your ladyship call me ? ' 

' Yes ; I want to speak to you. Come and sit down 
by me.' 

With those words, Lady Janet led the way to a sofa, 
and placed her companion by her side 
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CHAPTER THE SEVENTH. 

THE MAN IS COMING. 

You look very pale this morning, my child.' 

Mercy sighed wearily. ' I am not well,' she answered. 
' The slightest noises startle me. I feel tired if I only 
walk across the room.' 

Lady Janet patted her kindly on the shoulder. 
' We must try what a change will do for you. Which 
shall it be ? the Continent, or the sea-side ? ' 
' Your ladyship is too kind to me.' 
' It is impossible to be too kind to you.' 
Mercy started. The colour flowed charmingly over 
her pale face. ' Oh ! ' she exclaimed impulsively. ' Say 
that again ! ' 

' Say it again ? ' repeated Lady Janet, with a look 
of surprise. 

' Yes ! Don't think me presuming ; only think me 
vain. I can't hear you say too often that you have 
learnt to like me. Is it really a pleasure to you to 
have me in the house ? Have I always behaved well 
since I have been with you ? " 

(The one excuse for the act of personation — if 
excuse there could be — lay in the affirmative answer 
to those questions. It would be something, surely, to 
say of the false Grace that the true Grace could not 
have been worthier of her welcome, if the true Grace 
had been received at Mablethorpe House !) 
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Lady Janet was partly touched, partly amused, by 
the extraordinary earnestness of the appeal that had 
been made to her. 

' Have you behaved well ? ' she repeated. ' My dear, 
you talk as if you were a child ! ' She laid her hand 
caressingly on Mercy's arm, and continued, in a graver 
tone : ' It is hardly too much to say, Grace, that I bless 
the day when you first came to me. I do believe I 
could be hardly fonder of you if you were my own 
daughter.' 

Mercy suddenly turned her head aside, so as to hide 
her face. Lady Janet, still touching her arm, felt it 
tremble. ' What is the matter with you ? ' she asked, 
in her abrupt, downright manner. 

'I am only very grateful to your ladyship — that 
is all.' 

The words were spoken faintly in broken tones. 
The face was still averted from Lady Janet's view. 
' What have I said to provoke this ? ' wondered the old 
lady. ' Is she in the melting mood to-day ? If she is, 
now is the time to say a word for Horace.' Keeping 
that excellent object in view, Lady Janet approached 
the delicate topic with all needful caution at starting. 

' We have got on so well together,' she resumed, 
' that it will not be easy for either of us to feel recon- 
ciled to a change in our lives. At my age it will fall 
hardest on me. What shall I do, Grace, when the day 
comes for parting with my adopted daughter ? ' » 

Mercy started, and showed her face again. The 
traces of tears were in her eyes, ' Why should I leave 
you ? ' she asked, in a tone of alarm. 
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* Sorely you know !' exclaimed Lady Janet. 
« Indeed I don't. Tell me why.' 

' Ask Horace to tell you.' 

The last allusion was too plain to be misunderstood. 
Mercy's head drooped. She began to tremble again. 
Lady Janet looked at her in blank amazement. 

' Is there anything wrong between Horace and you?' 
she asked. 

'No.' 

* You know your own heart, my dear child ? You 
have surely not encouraged Horace without loving 
him?' 

'Oh, no!' 

' And yet ' 

For the first time in their experience of each other, 
Mercy ventured to interrupt her benefactress. 'Dear 
Lady Janet,' she interposed, gently, ' I am in no hurry 
to be married. There will be plenty of time in the 
future to talk of that. You had something you wished 
to say to me. What is it ?' 

It was no easy matter to disconcert Lady Janet Eoy. 
But that last question fairly reduced her to silence. 
After all that had passed, there sat her young companion, 
innocent of the faintest suspicion of the subject that 
was to be discussed between them! 'What are the 
young women of the present time made of?' thought 
the old lady, utterly at a loss to know what to say next. 
Mercy waited, on her side, with an impenetrable 
patience which only aggravated the difficulties of the 
position. The silence was fast threatening to bring the 
interview to a sudden and untimely end — when the door 
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from the library opened, and a man-servant, bearing a 
little silver salver, entered the room. 

Lady Janet's rising sense of annoyance instantly 
seized on the servant as a victim. 'What do you 
want?' she asked sharply. ' I never rang for you.' 

' A letter, my lady. The messenger waits for an 
answer.' 

The man presented his salver, with the letter on it, 
and withdrew. 

Lady Janet recognised the handwriting on the 
address with a look of surprise. ' Excuse me, my dear,' 
ghe said, pausing, with her old-fashioned courtesy, 
before she opened the envelope. Mercy made the 
necessary acknowledgment, and moved away to the 
other end of the room ; little thinking that the arrival 
of the letter marked a crisis in her life. Lady Janet 
put on her spectacles. ' Odd, that he should have come 
back already 1' she said to herself, as she threw the 
empty envelope on the table. 

The letter contained these lines ; the writer of them 
being no other than the man who had preached in the 
chapel of the Eefuge : — 

'Dear Aunt, 

' I am back again in London, before my time. 
My friend the rector has shortened his holiday, and has 
resumed his duties in the country. I am afraid you 
will blame me when you hear of the reasons which have 
hastened his return. The sooner I make my confession, 
the easier I shall feel. Besides, I have a special object 
in wishing to see you as soon as possible. May I follow 
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my letter to Mablethorpe House? And may I present 
a lady to you — a perfect stranger — in whom I am in 
terested? Pray say Yes, by the bearer, and oblige 
your affectionate nephew, ' Julian Gray.' 

Lady Janet referred again suspiciously to the 
sentence in the letter which alluded to the * lady.' 

Julian Gray was her only surviving nephew, the son 
of a favourite sister whom she had lost. He would have 
held no very exalted position in the estimation of his 
aunt — who regarded his views in politics and religion 
with the strongest aversion — but for his marked re- 
semblance to his mother. This pleaded for him with the 
old lady ; aided, as it was, by the pride that she secretly 
felt in the early celebrity which the young clergyman 
had achieved as a writer and a preacher. Thanks to these 
mitigating circumstances, and to Julian's inexhaustible 
good humour, the aunt and the nephew generally met 
on friendly terms. Apart from what she called ' his 
detestable opinions,' Lady Janet was sufficiently in- 
terested in Julian to feel some curiosity about the 
mysterious ' lady ' mentioned in the letter. Had he 
determined to settle in life ? Was his choice already 
made ? And if so, would it prove to be a choice accept- 
able to the family ? Lady Janet's bright face showed 
signs of doubt as she asked herself that last question. 
Julian's liberal views were capable of leading him to 
dangerous extremes. His aunt shook her head omin- 
ously as she rose from the sofa, and advanced to the 
library door. 

' Grace/ she said, pausing and turning round, ' I 
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have a note to write to my nephew. I shall be back 
directly.' 

Mercy approached her, from the opposite extremity 
of the room, with an exclamation of surprise. 

'Your nephew?' she repeated. 'Your ladyship never 
told me you had a nephew.' 

Lady Janet laughed. 'I must Lave had it on the 
tip of my tongue to tell you, over and over again,' she 
said. ' But we have had so many things to talk about 
—and, to own the truth, my nephew is not one of my 
favourite subjects of conversation. I don't mean that I 
dislike him ; I detest his principles, my dear, that's all. 
However, you shall form your own opinion of him ; he 
is coming to see me to-day. Wait here till I return ; I 
have something more to say about Horace.' 

Mercy opened the library door for her, closed it 
again, and walked slowly to and fro alone in the room, 
thinking. 

Was her mind running on Lady Janet's nephew ? 
No. Lady Janet's brief allusion to her relative had not 
led her into alluding to him by his name. Mercy was 
still as ignorant as ever that the preacher at the Refuge 
and the nephew of her benefactress were one and the 
same man. Her memory was busy, now, with the tribute 
which Lady Janet had paid to her at the outset of the 
interview between them : ' It is hardly too much to say, 
Grace, that I bless the day when you first came to me.' 
For the moment, there was balm for her wounded spirit 
in the remembrance of those words. Grace Roseberry 
herself could surely have earned no sweeter praise than 
the praise that she had won. The next instant she was 
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seized with a sudden horror of her own successful fraud. 
The sense of her degradation had never been so bitterly 
present to her as at that moment. If she could only 
confess the truth — if she could innocently enjoy her 
harmless life at Mablethorpe House — what a grateful, 
happy woman she might be ! Was it possible (if she 
made the confession) to trust to her own good conduct 
to plead her excuse ? No ! Her calmer sense warned 
her that it was hopeless. The place she had won — 
honestly won — in Lady Janet's estimation, had been 
obtained by a trick. Nothing could alter, nothing could 
excuse that. She took out her handkerchief, and dashed 
away the useless tears that had gathered in her eyes, and 
tried to turn her thoughts some other way. What was 
it Lady Janet had said on going into the library ? She 
had said she was coming back to speak about Horace. 
Mercy guessed what the object was ; she knew but too 
well what Horace wanted of her. How was she to meet 
the emergency ? In the name of Heaven what was to 
be done ? Could she let the man who loved her — the 
man whom she loved — drift blindfold into marriage with 
such a woman as she had been ? No ! it was her duty 
to warn him. How ? Could she break his heart, could 
she lay his life waste, by speaking the cruel words which 
might part them for ever ? ' I can't tell him ! I won't 
tell him!' she burst out passionately. 'The disgrace 
of it would kill me ! ' Her varying mood changed as 
the words escaped her. A reckless defiance of her 
own better nature — that saddest of all the forms in 
which a woman's misery can express itself — filled her 
heart with its poisoning bitterness. She sat down 
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again on the sofa, with eyes that glittered, and cheeks 
suffused with an angry red. ' I am no worse than 
another woman ! ' she thought. 'Another woman might 
have married him for his money.' The next moment 
the miserable insufficiency of her own excuse for deceiv- 
ing him showed its hollowness, self-exposed. She covered 
her face with her hands, and found refuge — where she 
had often found refuge before — in the helpless resigna- 
tion of despair. ' Oh, that I had died before I entered 
this house ! Oh, that I could die and have done with 
it, at this moment ! ' So the struggle had ended with 
her hundreds of times already. So it ended now. 

The door leading into the billiard-room opened 
softly. Horace Holmcroft had waited to hear the result 
of Lady Janet's interference in his favour until he could 
wait no longer. 

He looked in cautiously ; ready to withdraw again 
unnoticed, if the two were still talking together. The 
absence of Lady Janet suggested that the interview had 
come to an end. Was his betrothed wife waiting alone 
to speak to him on his return to the room ? He advanced 
a few steps. She never moved — she sat heedless, absorbed 
in her thoughts. Were they thoughts of him, ? He ad- 
vanced a little nearer, and called to her. 

'Grace!' 

She sprang to her feet, with a faint cry. ' I wish 
you wouldn't startle me,' she said, irritably, sinking 
back on the sofa. ' Any sudden alarm sets my heart 
beating as if it would choke me.' 

Horace pleaded for pardon with a lover's humility. 
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In her present state of nervous irritation, she was not 
to he appeased. She looked away from him in silence. 
Entirely ignorant of the paroxysm of mental suffering 
through which she had just passed, he seated himself hy 
Ler side, and asked her gently if she had seen Lady 
Janet. She made an affirmative answer with an un- 
reasonable impatience of tone and manner which would 
have warned an older and more experienced man to 
give her time before he spoke again. Horace was 
young, and weary of the suspense that lie had endured 
in the other room. He unwisely pressed her with 
another question. 

' Has Lady Janet mentioned my name in speaking 
to you?' 

She turned on him angrily before he could add a 
word more. ' You have tried to make her hurry me 
into marrying you,' she burst out. ' I see it in your 
face !' 

Plain as the warning was this time, Horace still 
failed to interpret it in the right way. 'Don't be 
angry ! ' he said, good-humouredly. ' Is it so very in- 
excusable to ask Lady Janet to intercede for me ? 1 
have tried to persuade you in vain. My mother and 
my sisters have pleaded for me, and you turn a deaf 
ear ' 

She cauld endure it no longer. She stamped her 
foot on the floor with hysterical vehemence. 'I am 
weary of hearing of your mother and your sisters ! ' she 
broke in violently. e You talk of nothing else.' 

It was just possible to make one more mistake in 
dealing with her — and Horace made it He took 
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offence on his side, and rose from the sofa. His mother 
and sisters were high authorities in his estimation ; 
they variously represented his ideal of perfection in 
women. He withdrew to the opposite extremity of the 
room, and administered the severest reproof that he 
could think of on the spur of the moment. 

' It would be well, Grace, if you followed the ex 
ample set you by my mother and my sisters,' he said. 
' They are not in the habit of speaking cruelly to those 
who love them.' 

To all appearance, the rebuke failed to produce the 
slightest effect. She seemed to be as indifferent to it 
as if it had not reached her ears. There was a spirit 
in her — a miserable spirit, born of her own bitter expe- 
rience — which rose in revolt against Horace's habitual 
glorification of the ladies of his family. ' It sickens 
me,' she thought to herself, ' to hear of the virtues of 
women whj have never been tempted ! Where is the 
merit of living reputably when your life is one course 
of prosperity and enjoyment ? Has his mother known 
starvation ? Have his sisters been left forsaken in the 
street?' It hardened her heart — it almost reconciled 
her tc deceiving him — when he set his relatives up as 
patterns for her. Would he never understand that 
women detested having other women exhibited as ex- 
amples to them? She looked round at him with a 
flense of impatient wonder. He was siting at the 
luncheon-table, with his back turned on her, and his 
head resting on his hand. If he had attempted to 
rejoin her, she would have repelled him; if he had 
spoken, she would have met him with a sharp reply, 
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He sat apart from her without uttering a word. la a 
man's hands silence is the most terrible of all protests, 
to the woman who loves him. Violence she can endure. 
Words she is always ready to meet by words on her 
side. Silence conquers her. After a moment's hesita- 
tion, Mercy left the sofa, and advanced submissively 
towards the table. She had offended him — and she 
alone was in fault. How should he know it, poor 
fellow, when he innocently mortified her? Step by 
step, she drew closer and closer. He never looked 
round ; he never moved. She laid her hand timidly on 
his shoulder. ' Forgive me, Horace,' she whispered in 
his ear. * I am suffering this morning ; I am not my- 
self. I didn't mean what I said. Pray forgive me.' 
There was no resisting the caressing tenderness of voice 
and manner which accompanied those words. He 
looked up; he took her hand. She bent over him, 
and touched his forehead with her lips. * Am I for- 
given?' she asked. 

' Oh, my darling,' he said, ' if you only knew how 
I loved you ! ' 

' I do know it,' she answered gently, twining his 
hair round her finger, and arranging it over his forehead 
where his hand had ruffled it. 

They were completely absorbed in each other, or 
they must, at that moment, have heard the library door 
open at the other end of the room. 

Lady Janet had written the necessary reply to her 
nephew, and had returned, faithful to her engagement, 
to plead the cause of Horace. The first object that 
met her view was her client pleading, with conspicuous 
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success, for himself! 'I am not wanted, evidently, 
thought the old lady. She noiselessly closed the door 
again, and left the lovers by themselves. 

Horace returned, with unwise persistency, to the 
question of the deferred marriage. At the first words 
that he spoke, she drew back directly — sadly, not 
angrily. 

' Don't press me to-day,' she said ; ' I am not well 
to-day.' 

He rose, and looked at her anxiously. ' May I speak 
about it to-morrow ? ' 

' Yes, to-morrow.' She returned to the sofa, and 
changed the subject. ' What a time Lady Janet i8 
away,' she said. 'What can be keeping her so long?' 

Horace did his best to appear interested in the 
question of Lady Janet's prolonged absence. 'What 
made her leave you ? ' he asked, standing at the back of 
the sofa and leaning over her. 

' She went into the library to write a note to her 
nephew. By-the-by, who is her nephew ? ' 

' Is it possible you don't know ? ' 

4 Indeed I don't.' 

* You have heard of him, no doubt,' said Hoi ace. 
' Lady Janet's nephew is a celebrated man.' He paused, 
and stooping nearer to her, lifted a love-lock that lay 
over her shoulder, and pressed it to his lips. ' Lady 
Janet's nephew,' he resumed, ' is Julian Gray.' 

She suddenly looked round at him in blank, be- 
wildered terror, as if she doubted the evidence of her 
own senses. 

Horace was completely taken by surprise. ' My 

a 
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dear Grace ! ' he exclaimed ; ' what have I said or done 
to startle you this time ? ' 

She held up her hand for silence. ' Lady Janet's 
nephew is Julian Gray,' she repeated slowly ; ' and I 
only know it now ! ' 

Horace's perplexity increased. 'My darling, now 
you do know it, what is there to alarm you ? ' he asked. 

(There was enough to alarm the boldest woman 
living — in such a position, and with such a tempera- 
ment as hers. To her mind the personation of Grace 
Koseberry had assumed the aspect of a fatality. What 
lesser influence could have led her blindfold to the 
house in which she and the preacher at the Eefuge 
were to meet ? He was coming — the man who had 
reached her inmost heart, who had influenced her whole 
life ! Was the day of reckoning coming with him ?) 

' Don't notice me,' she said, faintly. ' I have been 
ill all the morning. You saw it yourself when you 
came in here ; even the sound of your voice alarmed 
me. I shall be better directly. I am afraid I startled 
you?' 

' My dear Grace, it almost looked as if you were 
terrified at the sound of Julian's name ! He is a public 
celebrity, I know; and I have seen ladies start and 
stare at him when he entered a room. But you looked 
perfectly panic-stricken.' 

She rallied her courage by a desperate effort ; she 
laughed — a harsh, uneasy laugh — and stopped him by 
putting her hand over his mouth. ' Absurd ! ' she said 
lightly. ' As if Mr. Julian Gray had anything to do 
with my looks ! I am better already. See for yourself ! ' 
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She looked round at him again with a ghastly gaiety • 
and returned, with a desperate assumption of indiffer- 
ence, to the subject of Lady Janet's nephew. ' 01 
course I have heard of him,' she said. 'Do you know that 
he is expected here to-day ? Don't stand there behind 
me — it's so hard to talk to you. Come and sit down ? ' 

He obeyed — but she had not quite satisfied him yet- 
His face had not lost its expression of anxiety and sur- 
prise. She persisted in playing her part ; determined 
to set at rest in him any possible suspicion that she had 
reasons of her own for being afraid of Julian Gray. 
'Tell me about this famous man of yours,' she said, 
putting her arm familiarly through his arm. ' What 
is he like ? ' 

The caressing action and the easy tone had their 
effect on Horace. His face began to clear ; he answered 
her lightly on his side. 

'Prepare yourself to meet the most unclerical of 
clergymen,' he said. ' Julian is a lost sheep among the 
parsons, and a thorn in the side of his bishop. Preaches, 
if they ask him, in Dissenters' chapels. Declines to 
set up any pretensions to priestly authority and priestly 
power. Goes about doing good on a plan of his own 
Is quite resigned never to rise to the high places in his 
profession. Says it's rising high enough for him to be the 
Archdeacon of the afflicted, the Dean of the hungry, 
and the Bishop of the poor. With all his oddities, as 
good a fellow as ever lived. Immensely popular with 
the women. They all go to him for advice. I wish you 
would go too.' 

« 2 
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Mercy changed colour. 'What do you mean? 
she asked sharply. 

' Julian is famous for his powers of persuasion,' said 
Horace, smiling. ' If he spoke to you, Grace, he would 
prevail on you to fix the day. Suppose I ask Julian to 
plead for me ? ' 

He made the proposal in jest. Mercy's unquiet 
mind accepted it as addressed to her in earnest. ' He 
will do it,' she thought, with a sense of indescribable 
terror, ' if I don't stop him ! ' There was but one chance 
for her. The only certain way to prevent Horace from 
appealing to his friend was to grant what Horace 
wished for before his friend entered the house. She 
laid her hand on his shoulder ; she hid the terrible 
anxieties that were devouring her, under an assumption 
of coquetry painful and pitiable to see. 

' Don't talk nonsense ! ' she said, gaily. ' What 
were we saying just now — before we began to speak of 
Mr. Julian Gray ? ' 

'We were wondering what had become of Lady 
Janet,' Horace replied. 

She tapped him impatiently on the shoulder. ' No 1 
no ! It was something you said before that.' 

Her eyes completed what her words had left un- 
spoken. Horace's arm stole round her waist. 

1 I was saying that I loved you,' he answered, in a 
whisper. 

'Only that?' 

' Are you tired of hearing it ? ' 

She smiled charmingly. ' Are you so very mucb in 
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earnest about — about ? ' She stopped, and looked 

away from him. 

* About our marriage ? ' 
'Yes.' 

' It is the one dearest wish of my life.' 

'Keally?' 

'Keally!' 

There was a pause. Mercy's fingers toyed ner 
vously with the trinkets at her watch-chain. ' When 
would you like it to be ? ' she said very softly, with her 
whole attention fixed on the watch-chain. 

She had never spoken, she had never looked, as she 
spoke and looked now. Horace was afraid to believe 
in his own good fortune. * Oh, Grace ! ' he exclaimed, 
you are not trifling with me ? ' 

* What makes you think I am trifling with you ? ' 
Horace was innocent enough to answer her seriously 

'You would not even let me speak of our marriage just 
now,' he said. 

'Never mind what I did just now,' she retorted, 
petulantly. ' They say women are changeable. It is 
one of the defects of the sex.' 

' Heaven be praised for the defects of the sex ! ' 
cried Horace, with devout sincerity. 'Do you really 
leave me to decide ? ' 

' If you insist on it.' 

Horace considered for a moment — the subject being 
the law of marriage. ' We may be married by licence 
tn a fortnight,' he said. ' I fix this day fortnight.' 

She held up her hands in protest. 

'Why not? My lawyer is ready. There are no 



86 The New Magdalen. 

preparations to make. You said when you accepted 
me that it was to be a private marriage.' 

Mercy was obliged to own that she had certainly 
said that. 

' We might be married at once — if the law would 
only let us. This day fortnight! Say — yes!' He 
drew her closer to him. There was a pause. The 
mask of coquetry — badly worn from the first — dropped 
from her. Her sad grey eyes rested compassionately 
on his eager face. ' Don't look so serious ! ' he said 
' Only one little word, Grace ! Only Yes.' 

She sighed, and said it. He kissed her passionately 
It was only by a resolute effort that she released her- 
self. ' Leave me ! ' she said, faintly. ' Pray leave me 
oy myself ! ' 

She was in earnest — strangely in earnest. She was 
trembling from head to foot. Horace rose to leave her. 
' I will find Lady Janet,' he said ; ' I long to show the 
dear old lady that I have recovered my spirits, and to 
tell her why.' He turned round at the library door. 
' You wo"'t go away ? You will let me see you again 
when yoii are more composed?' 

' I will wait here,' said Mercy. 

Satisfied with that reply, he left the room. 

Her hands dropped on her lap ; her head sank back 
wearily on the cushions at the head of the sofa. There 
was a dazed sensation in her : her mind felt stunned. 
She wondered vacantly whether she was awake or 
dreaming. Had she really said the word which pledged 
her to marry Horace Holmcroft in a fortnight ? A 
fortnight ! Something might happen in that time to 
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prevent it : she might find her way in a fortnight out 
of the terrible position in which she stood. Anyway, 
come what might of it, she had chosen the preferable 
alternative to a private interview with Julian Gray. 
She raised herself from her recumbent position with a 
start, as the idea of the interview — dismissed for the 
last few minutes — possessed itself again of her mind. 
Her excited imagination figured Julian Gray as present 
in the room at that moment, speaking to her as Horace 
had proposed. She saw him seated close at her side — 
this man who had shaken her to the soul when he was 
in the pulpit, and when she was listening to him 
(unseen) at the other end of the chapel — she saw him 
close by her, looking her searchingly in the face ; seeing 
her shameful secret in her eyes ; hearing it in her 
voice ; feeling it in her trembling hands ; forcing it out 
of her Vvurd by word, till she fell prostrate at his feet 
with th. confession of the fraud. Her head dropped 
again or. the cushions ; she hid her face in horror of 
the scen^ which her excited fancy had conjured up. 
Even now, when she had made that dreaded interview 
needless, could she feel sure (meeting him only on the 
most distant terms) of not betraying herself? She 
could not feel sure. Something in her shuddered and 
shrank at the bare idea of finding herself in the same 
room with him. She felt it, she knew it : her guilty 
conscience owned and feared its master in Julian Gray I 

The minutes passed. The violence of her agitation 
began to tell physically on her weakened frame. 

She found herself crying silently without knowing 
why. A weight was on her head, a weariness was in 
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all her limbs. She sank lower on the cushions — her 
eyes closed — the monotonous ticking of the clock on 
the mantelpiece grew drowsily fainter and fainter on 
her ear. Little by little she dropped into slumber; 
slumber so light that she started when a morsel of coal 
fell into the grate, or when the birds chirped and 
twittered in their aviary in the winter garden. 

Lady Janet and Horace came in. She was faintly 
conscious of persons in the room. After an interval 
she opened her eyes, and half rose to speak to them. 
The room was empty again. They had stolen out softly 
and left her to repose. Her eyes closed once more. 
She dropped back into slumber, and from slumber, in 
the favouring warmth and quiet of the place, into deep 
and dreamless sleep. 



CHAPTER THE EIGHTH. 

THE MAN APPEARS. 

After an interval of rest, Mercy was aroused by the 
shutting of a glass door at the far end of the conserva- 
tory. This door, leading into the garden, was used only 
by the inmates of the house, or by old friends privileged 
to enter the reception rooms by that way. Assuming 
that either Horace or Lady Janet were returning to 
the dining-room, Mercy raised herself a little on the sofa 
and listened. 

The voice of one of the men-servants caught her 
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ear. It was answered by another voice, which instantly 
set her trembling in every limb. 

She started up, and listened again in breathless 
terror. Yes ! there was no mistaking it. The voice 
that was answering the servant was the unforgotten 
voice which she had heard at the Eefuge. The visitor 
who had come in by the glass door was — Julian Grray ! 

His rapid footsteps advanced nearer and nearer to 
the dining-room. She recovered herself sufficiently to 
hurry to the library door. Her hand shook so that she 
failed at first to open it. She had just succeeded when 
she heard him again — speaking to her. 

' Pray don't run away ! I am nothing very formid- 
able. Only Lady Janet's nephew — Julian Grray.' 

She turned slowly, spell-bound by his voice, and 
confronted him in silence. 

He was standing, hat in hand, at the entrance to 
the conservatory, dressed in black, and wearing a white 
cravat — but with a studious avoidance of anything 
specially clerical in the make and form of his clothes. 
Young as he was, there were marks of care already on 
his face, and the hair was prematurely thin and scanty 
over his forehead. His slight active figure was of no 
more than the middle height. His complexion was 
pale. The lower part of his face, without beard or 
whiskers, was in no way remarkable. An average observer 
would have passed him by without notice — but for his 
eyes. These alone made a marked man of him. The 
unusual size of the orbits in which they were set was 
enough of itself to attract attention ; it gave a grandeur 
to his head, which the head, broad and firm as it was, did 
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not possess. As to the eyes themselves, the soft lustrous 
brightness of them defied analysis. No two people 
could agree about their colour ; divided opinion declar- 
ing alternately that they were dark grey or black. 
Painters had tried to reproduce them, and had given up 
the effort in despair of seizing any one expression in 
the bewildering variety of expressions which they pre- 
sented to view. They were eyes that could charm at 
one moment, and terrify at another ; eyes that could 
set people laughing or crying almost at will. In action 
and in repose they were irresistible alike. When they 
first descried Mercy running to the door, they brightened 
gaily with the merriment of a child. When she turned 
and faced him, they changed instantly ; softening and 
glowing as they mutely owned the interest and the 
admiration which the first sight of her had roused in 
him. His torn, and manner altered at the same time. 
He addressed ner with the deepest respect when he 
spoke his ne^ words. 

' Let mp entreat you to favour me by resuming 
your seat,' he said. ' And let me ask your pardon if I 
have thoughtlessly intruded on vou.' 

He paused, waiting for her reply before he advanced 
into the room. Still spell-bound by his voice, she 
recovered self-control enough to bow to him and to 
resume her place on the sofa. It was impossible to leave 
her now. After looking at her for a moment, he entered 
the room without speaking to her again. She was 
beginning to perplex as well as to interest him. ' No 
common sorrow,' he thought, ' has set its mark on that 
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woman's face ; no common heart beats in that woman ? s 
breast. Who can she be ?' 

Mercy rallied her courage, and forced herself to 
speak to him. 

' Lady Janet is in the library, I believe,' she said 
timidly. ' Shall I tell her you are here ? ' 

' Don't disturb Lady Janet, and don't disturb your 
self.' With that answer he approached the luncheon- 
table, delicately giving her time to feel more at her ease. 
He took up what Horace had left of the bottle of claret 
and poured it into a glass. ' My aunt's claret shall re- 
present my aunt for the present,' he said, smiling, as he 
turned towards her once more. 'I have had a long 
walk, and I may venture to help myself in this house 
without invitation. Is it useless to offer you any- 
thing ? ' 

Mercy made the necessary reply. She was begin- 
ning alreadv. after her remarkable experience of him, 
to wonder at his easy manners and his light way of 
talking. 

He emptied his glass with the air of a man who 
thoroughly understood and enjoyed good wine. 'My 
aunt's claret is worthy of my aunt,' he said, with comic 
gravity, as he set down the glass. 'Both are the genuine 
products of Nature.' He seated himself at the table 
and looked critically at the different dishes left on it. 
One dish especially attracted his attention. ' What is 
this ? ' he went on. ' A French pie ! It seems grossly 
unfair to taste French wine, and to pass over French 
pie without notice.' He took up a knife and fork, and 
enjoyed the pie as critically as he had enjoyed the wine, 
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* Worthy of the Great Nation ! ' he exclaimed with en- 
thusiasm. ' Vive la France ! ' 

Mercy listened and looked, in inexpressible aston* 
ishment. He was utterly unlike the picture which her 
fancy had drawn of him in everyday life. Take off his 
white cravat, and nobody would have discovered that 
this famous preacher was a clergyman ! 

He helped himself to another plateful of the pie, 
and spoke more directly to Mercy ; alternately eating 
and talking as composedly and pleasantly as if they had 
known each other for years. 

' I came here by way of Kensington Gardens,' he said. 
' For some time past I have been living in a flat, ugly, 
barren agricultural district. You can't think how 
pleasant I found the picture presented by the Gardens, 
as a contrast. The ladies in their rich winter dresses, 
the smart nursery maids, the lovely children, the ever- 
moving crowd skating on the ice of the Bound Pond , 
it was all so exhilarating after what I have been used 
to that I actually caught myself whistling as I walked 
through the brilliant scene ! (In my time boys used 
always to whistle when they were in good spirits, and I 
have not got over the habit yet.) Who do you think I 
met when I was in full song ? ' 

As well as her amazement would let her, Mercy ex- 
cused herself from guessing. She had never in all her 
life before spoken to any living being so confusedly and 
so unintelligently as she now spoke to Julian Gray ! 

He went on more gaily than ever, without appearing 
to notice the effect that he had produced on her. 

' Whom did I meet,' he repeated, « when I was m 
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full song ? My bishop ! If I had been whistling a 
sacred melody, his lordship might perhaps have excused 
my vulgarity out of consideration for my music. Un- 
fortunately, the composition I was executing at the 
moment (I am one of the loudest of living whistlers) 
was by Verdi — " La Donna e Mobile " — familiar, no 
doubt, to his lordship on the street organs. He recog- 
nised the tune, poor man, and when I took off my hat 
to him he looked the other way. Strange, in a world 
that is bursting with sin and sorrow, to treat such a 
trifle seriously as a cheerful clergyman whistling a 
tune ! ' He pushed away his plate as he said the last 
words, and went on simply and earnestly in an altered 
tone. ' I have never been able,' he said, ' to see why 
we should assert ourselves among other men as belong- 
ing to a particular caste, and as being forbidden, in any 
harmless thing, to do as other people do. The disciples 
of old set us no such example ; they were wiser and 
better than we are. I venture to say, that one of the 
worst obstacles in the way of our doing good among our 
fellow-creatures is raised by the mere assumption of the 
clerical manner and the clerical voice. For my part, I 
set up no claim to be more sacred and more reverend 
than any other Christian man who does what good he 
can.' He glanced brightly at Mercy, looking at him 
in helpless perplexity. The spirit of fun took possession 
of him again. ' Are you a Kadical ? ' he asked, with a 
humorous twinkle in his large lustrous eyes. ' I am !' 

Mercy tried hard to understand him, and tried in 
vain. Could this be the preacher whose words had 
charmed, purified, ennobled her ? Was this the man 
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whose sermon had drawn tears from women about her 
whom she knew to be shameless and hardened in 
crime ? Yes ! The eyes that now rested on her 
humorously were the beautiful eyes which had looked 
into her soul. The voice that had just addressed a 
jesting question to her was the deep and mellow voice 
which had once thrilled her to the heart. In the pulpit, 
he was an angel of mercy ; out of the pulpit, he was 
a boy let loose from school, 

' Don't let me startle you ! ' he said, good-naturedly 
noticing her confusion. ' Public opinion has called me 
by harder names than the name of " Eadical." I have 
been spending my time lately — as I told you just now 
— in an agricultural district. My business there was 
to perform the duty for the rector of the place, who 
wanted a holiday. How do you think the experiment 
has ended ? The Squire of the parish calls me a 
Communist ; the farmers denounce me as an Incendiary; 
my friend the rector has been recalled in a hurry ; and 
I have now the honour of speaking to you in the cha- 
racter of a banished man, who has made a respectable 
neighbourhood too hot to hold him.' 

With that frank avowal, he left the luncheon-table, 
and took a chair near Mercy. 

' You will naturally be anxious,' he went on, ' to 
know what my offence was. Do you understand Po- 
litical Economy and the Laws of Supply and Demand ? ' 

Mercy owned that she did not understand them. 

' No more do I — in a Christian country,' he said. 
* That was my offence. You shall hear my confession 
(juet as my aunt will hear it) in two words.' He 
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paused for a little while ; his variable manner changed 
again. Mercy, shyly looking at him, saw a new ex- 
pression in his eyes — an expression which recalled her 
first remembrance of him as nothing had recalled it 
yet. ' I had no idea,' he resumed, ' of what the life of 
a farm-labourer really was, in some parts of England, 
until I undertook the rector's duties. Never before had 
I seen such dire wretchedness as I saw in the cottages. 
Never before had I met with such noble patience under 
Buffering as I found among the people. The martyrs of 
old could endure, and die. I asked myself if they could 
endure, and live, like the martyrs whom I saw round 
me ? — live, week after week, month after month, year 
after year, on the brink of starvation ; live, and see 
their pining children growing up round them, to work 
and want in their turn; live, with the poor man's 
parish-prison to look to as the end, when hunger and 
labour have done their worst! Was God's beautiful 
earth made to hold such misery as this ? I can hardly 
think of it, I can hardly speak of it, even now, with 
dry eyes ! ' 

His head sank on his breast. He waited — mastering 
his emotion before he spoke again. Now, at last, she 
knew him once more. Now he was the man, indeed, 
whom she had expected to see. Unconsciously, she sat 
listening, with her eyes fixed on his face, with her heart 
hanging on his words, in the very attitude of the by- 
gone day, when she had heard him for the first time ! 

* I did all I could to plead for the helpless ones,' he 
resumed. ' I went round among the holders of the 
land to say a word for the tillers of the land. " These 
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patient people don't want much" (I said) ; "in the name 
of Christ, give them enough to live on ! " Political 
Economy shrieked at the horrid proposal ; the Laws of 
Supply and Demand veiled their majestic faces in 
dismay. Starvation wages were the right wages, I was 
told. And why? Because the labourer was obliged 
to accept them ! I determined, so far as one mar 
could do it, that the labourer should not be obliged to 
accept them. T collected my own resources — I wrote 
to my friends — and I removed some of the poor fellows 
to parts of England where their work was better paid. 
Such was the conduct which made the neighbourhood 
too hot to hold me- So let it be ! I mean to go on. 
I am known in London ; I can raise subscriptions. The 
vile Laws of Supply and Demand shall find labour 
Bcarce in that agricultural district ; and pitiless Political 
Economy shall spend a few extra shillings on the poor, 
as certainly as I am that Eadical, Communist, and 
Incendiary — Julian Gray ! ' 

He rose — making a little gesture of apology for the 
warmth with which he had spoken — and took a turn in 
the room. Fired by his enthusiasm, Mercy followed 
him. Her purse was in her hand, when he turned and 
faced her. 

' Pray let me offer my little tribute — such as it is ! ' 
she said, eagerly. 

A momentary flush spread over his pale cheeks as 
he looked at the beautiful compassionate face pleading 
with him. 

' No I no ! ' he said, smiling, ' though I am a parson, 
I dont carry the begging-box everywhere' Mercy 
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attempted to press the purse on him. The quaint 
humour began to twinkle again in his eyes as he 
abruptly drew back from it. ' Don't tempt me ! ' he 
said. ' The frailest of all human creatures is a clergy- 
man tempted by a subscription.' Mercy persisted, and 
conquered ; she made him prove the truth of his own 
profound observation of clerical human nature by taking 
a piece of money from the purse. * If I must take it 
— I must ! ' he remarked. ' Thank you for setting the 
good example ! thank you for giving the timely help ! 
What name shall I put down on my list ? ' 

Mercy's eyes looked confusedly away from him. 
' No name,' she said, in a low voice. ' My subscription 
is anonymous.' 

As she replied, the library door opened. To her 
infinite relief — to Julian's secret disappointment — Lady 
Janet Eoy and Horace Holmcroft entered the room 
together. 

' Julian ! ' exclaimed Lady Janet, holding up her 
hands in astonishment. 

He kissed his aunt on the cheek. ' Your ladyship 
is looking charmingly.' He gave his hand to Horace. 
Horace took it, and passed on to Mercy. They walked 
away together slowly to the other end of the room. 
Julian seized on the chance which left him free to 
speak privately to his aunt. 

' I came in through the conservatory,' he said. 
' And I found that young lady in the room. Who 
is she ? ' 

' Are you very much interested in her ? ' asked Lady 
Janet, in her gravely ironical way. 
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Julian answered in one expressive word. 'Indescrib- 
ably!' 

Lady Janet called to Mercy to join her. 

' My dear,' she said, < let me formally present my 
nephew to you. Julian, this is Miss Grace Eoseberry 

' She suddenly checked herself. The instant she 

pronounced the name, Julian started as if it was a sur- 
prise to him. ' What is it ? ' she asked, sharply. 

' Nothing,' he answered, bowing to Mercy, with a 
marked absence of his former ease of manner. She 
returned the courtesy a little restrainedly on her side. 
She too had seen him start when Lady Janet mentioned 
the name by which she was known. The start meant 
something. What could it be? Why did he turn 
aside, after bowing to her, and address himself to 
Horace, with an absent look in his face, as if his 
thoughts were far away from his words ? A complete 
change had come over him ; and it dated from the 
moment when his aunt had pronounced the name that 
was not her name — the name that she had stolen ! 

Lady Janet claimed Julian's attention, and left 
Horace free to return to Mercy. ' Your room is ready 
for you,' she said. ' You will stay here, of course ? 
Julian accepted the invitation — still with the air of a 
man whose mind was preoccupied. Instead of looking 
at his aunt when he made his reply, he looked round 
at Mercy, with a troubled curiosity in his face, very 
strange to see. Lady Janet tapped him impatiently 
on the shoulder. ' I expect people to look at me when 
people speak to me,' she said. ' What are you staring 
at my adopted daughter for ? ' 
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'Your adopted daughter?' Julian repeated — looking 
at his aunt this time, and looking very earnestly. 

'Certainly! As Colonel Eoseberry's daughter, she 
is connected with me by marriage already. Did you 
think I had picked up a foundling ? ' 

Julian's face cleared ; he looked relieved. ' I had 
forgotten the Colonel,' he answered. ' Of course the 
young lady is related to us, as you say.' 

'Charmed, I am sure, to have satisfied you that 
Grace is not an impostor,' said Lady Janet, with sati- 
rical humility. She took Julian's arm, and drew him 
out of hearing of Horace and Mercy. 'About that letter 
of yours ?' she proceeded. ' There is one line in it that 
rouses my curiosity. Who is the mysterious " lady " 
whom you wish to present to me ? ' 

Julian started, and changed colour. 

' I can't tell you now,' he said, in a whisper. 

' Why not ? ' 

To Lady Janet's unutterable astonishment, instead 
of replying, Julian looked round at her adopted daugh- 
ter once more. 

' What has she got to do with it ? ' asked the old 
lady, out of all patience with him. 

' It is impossible for me to tell you,' he answered 
gravely, ' while Miss Eoseberry is in the room.' 
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NEWS FROM MANNHEIM. 

Lady Janet's curiosity was by this time thoroughly 
aroused. Summoned to explain who the nameless lady 
mentioned in his letter could possibly be, Julian had 
looked at her adopted daughter. Asked next to explain 
what her adopted daughter had to do with it, he had 
declared that he could not answer while Miss Eoseberry 
was in the room. 

What did he mean? Lady Janet determined to 
find out. 

' I hate all mysteries,' she said to Julian. ' S \d as 
for secrets, I consider them to be one of the forms of 
ill-breeding. People in our rank of life ought to be 
above whispering in corners. If you must have your 
mystery, I can offer you & corner in the library. Come 
with me.' 

Julian followed his aunt very reluctantly. What- 
ever the mystery might be, he was plainly embarrassed 
by being called upon to reveal it at a moment's notice. 
Lady Janet settled herself in her chair, prepared to 
question and cross-question her nephew — when an ob- 
stacle appeared at the other end of the library, in the 
shape of a man-servant with a message. One of Lady 
Janet's neighbours had called by appointment to take 
her to the meeting of a certain committee which as- 
sembled that day. The servant announced that the 
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neighbour — an elderly lady — was then waiting in her 
carriage at the door 

Lady Janet's ready invention set the obstacle aside 
without a moment's delay. She directed the servant to 
Bhow her visitor into the drawing-room, and to say that 
she was unexpectedly engaged, but that Miss Eoseberry 
would see the lady immediately. She then turned to 
Julian, and said, with her most satirical emphasis of 
tone and manner, 'Would it be an additional con- 
venience if Miss Eoseberry was not only out of the 
room before you disclose your secret, but out of the 
house ? ' 

Julian gravely answered, ' It may possibly be quite 
as well if Miss Eoseberry is out of the house.' 

Lady Janet led the way back to the dining-room. 

' My dear Grace,' she said, ' you looked flushed and 
feverish when I saw you asleep on the sofa a little while 
since. It will do you no harm to have a drive in the 
fresh air. Our friend has called to take me to the com- 
mittee meeting. I have sent to tell her that I am 
engaged — and I shall be much obliged if you will go 
in my place.' 

Mercy looked a little alarmed. ' Does your lady- 
ship mean the committee meeting of the Samaritan 
Convalescent Home? The members, as I understand 
it, are to decide to-day which of the plans for the new 
building they are to adopt. I cannot surely presume 
to vote in your place ? ' 

' You can vote, my dear child, just as well as I can,' 
replied the old lady. ' Architecture is one of the lost 
arts. Yoa know nothing about it; I know nothing 
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about it ; the architects themselves know nothing about 
it. One plan is no doubt just as bad as the other. 
Vote, as I should vote, with the majority. Or as poor 
dear Dr. Johnson said, " Shout with the loudest mob." 
Away with you — and don't keep the committee 
waiting.' 

Horace hastened to open the door for Mercy. 

' How long shall you be away ? ' he whispered con- 
fidentially. ' I had a thousand things to say to you, 
and they have interrupted us.' 

' I shall be back in an hour.' 

' We shall have the room to ourselves by that time. 
Come here when you return. You will find me waiting 
for you. 

Mercy pressed his hand significantly and went out. 
Lady Janet turned to Julian, who had thus far remained 
in the background, still, to all appearance, as unwilling 
as ever to enlighten his aunt. 

' Well ? ' she said. ' What is tying your tongue 
now ? Grace is out of the room ; why don't you begin V 
Is Horace in the way ? ' 

* Not in the least. I am only a little uneasy ' 

4 Uneasy about what ? ' 

* I am afraid you have put that charming creature 
to some inconvenience in sending her away just at this 
time.' 

Horace looked up suddenly with a flush on his face. 
'When you say " that charming creature," ' he asked 
sharply, * I suppose you mean Miss Eoseberry ? ' 

* Certainly ,' answered Julian. ' Why not ? ' 

Lady Janet interposed * Oently, Julian,' she said. 
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( Grace has only been introduced to you hitherto in the 
character of my adopted daughter ' 

' And it seems to be high time,' Horace added 
haughtily, 'that I should present her next in the 
character of my engaged wife. 

Julian looked at Horace as if he could hardly credit 
the evidence of his own ears. ' Your wife ! ' he ex- 
claimed, with an irrepressible outburst of disappoint- 
ment and surprise. 

' Yes. My wife,' returned Horace. * We are to be 
married in a fortnight. May I ask,' he added, with 
angry humility, ' if you disapprove of the marriage ? ' 

Lady Janet interposed once more. 'Nonsense 
Horace,' she said. ' Julian congratulates you, of course. 

Julian coldly and absently echoed the words. ' Oh, 
yes, I congratulate you, of course.' 

Lady Janet returned to the main object of the inter- 
view. 

' Now we thoroughly understand one another,' she 
said\ ' let us speak of a lady who has dropped out of 
the conversation for the last minute or two. I mean, 
Julian, the mysterious lady of your letter. We are 
alone, as you desired. Lift the veil, my reverend 
nephew, which hides her from mortal eyes ! Blush, if 
you like — and can. Is she the future Mrs. Julian 
Gray ?' 

' She is a perfect stranger to me,' Julian answered 
quietly. 

' A perfect stranger ! You wrote me word you were 
interested in her.' 
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* I am interested in her. And, what is more, you 
are interested in her, too.' 

Lady Janet's fingers drummed impatiently on the 
table. 'Have I not warned you, Julian, that I hate 
mysteries ? Will you, or will you not, explain yourself? 

Before it was possible to answer, Horace rose from 
his chair. ' Perhaps I am in the way ?' he said. 

Julian signed to him to sit down again. 

' I have already told Lady Janet that you are not 
in the way,' he answered. ' I now tell you — as Miss 
Eoseberry's future husband — that you too have an interest 
in hearing what I have to say.' 

Horace resumed his seat with an air of suspicious 
surprise. Julian addressed himself to Lady Janet. 

' You have often heard me speak,' he began, * of an 
old friend of mine who had an appointment abroad ?' 

' Yes. The English consul at Mannheim ?' 

' The same. When I returned from the country, I 
found, among my other letters, a long letter from the 
consul. I have brought it with me, and I propose to 
read certain passages from it, which tell a very strange 
story more plainly and more credibly than I can tell it 
in my own words.' 

' Will it be very long ? ' enquired Lady Janet, 
looking with some alarm at the closely-written sheets of 
paper which her nephew spread open before him. 

Horace followed with a question on his side. 

'You are sure I am interested in it?' he asked. 
' The consul at Mannheim is a total stranger to me.' 

' I answer for it,' replied Julian, gravely, ' neither 
my aunt's patience nor yours, Horace, will be thrown 
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away if you will favour me by listening attentively to 
what I am about to read.' 

"With these words he began his first extract from 
the consul's letter. 

* # * t a 3£ v memory is a bad one for dates. 
But full three months must have passed since informa- 
tion was sent to me of an English patient, received at 
the hospital here, whose case I, as English consul, might 
feel an interest in investigating. 

' " I went the same day to the hospital, and was taken 
to the bedside. 

' " The patient was a woman — young, and (when in 
health) I should think, very pretty. When I first saw 
her she looked, to my uninstructed eye, like a dead 
woman. I noticed that her head had a bandage over it, 
and I asked what was the nature of the injury that she 
had received. The answer informed me that the poor 
creature had been present, nobody knew why or where- 
fore, at a skirmish or night attack between the Germans 
and the French, and that the injury to her head had 
been inflicted by a fragment of a German shell." ' 

Horace — thus far leaning back carelessly in bis 
chair — suddenly raised himself and exclaimed, ' Good 
heavens ! can this be the woman I saw laid out for dead 
in the French cottage ? ' 

'It is impossible for me to say,' replied Julian. 
' Listen to the rest of it. The consul's letter may 
answer your question.' 

He went on with his reading : 

' " The wounded woman had been reported dead, 
and bad been left by the French in their retreat, at the 
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time when the German forces took possession of the 
enemy's position. She was found on a bed in a cot- 
tage by the director of the German ambulance " ' 

* Ignatius Wetzel ?' cried Horace. 

' Ignatius Wetzel,' repeated Julian, looking at the 
letter. 

' It is the same ! ' said Horace. * Lady Janet, we 
are really interested in this. You remember my telling 
you how I first met with Grace ? And you have heard 
more about it since, no doubt, from Grace herself?' 

' She has a horror of referring to that part of her 
journey home,' replied Lady Janet. 'She mentioned 
her having been stopped on the frontier, and her finding 
herself accidentally in the company of another English- 
woman, a perfect stranger to her. I naturally asked 
questions on my side, and was shocked to hear tbat ehe 
had seen the woman killed by a German shell almost 
close at her side. Neither she nor I have had any relish 
for returning to the subject since. You were quite right, 
Julian, to avoid speaking of it while she was in the room. 
I understand it all now. Grace, I suppose, mentioned 
my name and her name to her fellow-traveller. The 
woman is in want of assistance, and she applies to me 
through you. I will help her , but she must not come 
here until I have prepared Grace for seeing her again, 
a living woman. For the present, there is no reasoD 
why they should meet.' 

' I am not sure about that,' said Julian in low 
tones, without looking up at his aunt. 

' What do you mean ? Is the mystery not at an end 
yet?' 
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' The mystery is not even begun yet. Let my friend 
the consul proceed.' 

Julian returned for the second time to his extract 
from the letter. 

' " After a careful examination of the supposed 
corpse, the German surgeon arrived at the conclusion 
that a case of suspended animation had (in the hurry of 
the French retreat) been mistaken for a case of death. 
Feeling a professional interest in the subject, he decided 
on putting his opinion to the test. He operated on the 
patient with complete success. After performing the 
operation, he kept her for some days under his own eare, 
and then transferred her to the nearest hospital — 
the hospital at Mannheim. He was obliged to return 
to his duties as army surgeon, and he left his patient in 
the condition in which I saw her, insensible on the 
bed. Neither he nor the hospital authorities knew 
anything whatever about the woman. No papers were 
found on her. All the doctors could do, when I asked 
them for information with a view to communicating 
with her friends, was to show me her linen marked with 
her name. I left the hospital after taking down the 
name in my pocket-book. It was " Mercy Merrick." ' 

Lady Janet produced her pocket-book. 'Let me 
take the name down too,' she said. 'I never heard 
it before, and I might otherwise forget it. Go on, 
Julian.' 

Julian advanced to his second extract from the con- 
sul's letter : 

* " Under these circumstances, I could only wait to 
hear from the hospital when the patient was sufficiently 
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recovered to be able to speak to me. Some weeks 
passed without my receiving any communication from 
the doctors. On calling to make enquiries, I was in- 
formed that fever had set in, and that the poor crea- 
ture's condition now alternated between exhaustion and 
delirium. In her delirious moments, the name of your 
aunt, Lady Janet Eoy, frequently escaped her. Other- 
wise, her wanderings were for the most part quite 
unintelligible to the people at her bedside. I thought 
once or twice of writing to you and of begging you to 
speak to Lady Janet. But as the doctors informed me 
that the chances of life or death were at this time 
almost equally balanced, I decided to wait until time 
should determine whether it was necessary to trouble 
you or not." ' 

' You know best, Julian,' said Lady Janet. * But I 
own I don't quite see in what way I am interested in 
this part of the story.' 

' Just what I was going to say,' added Horace. * It 
is very sad, no doubt. But what have we to do 
with it?' 

' Let me read my third extract,' Julian answered, 
' and you will see.' 

He turned to the third extract, and read as follows : 

' " At last I received a message from the hospital in- 
forming me that Mercy Merrick was out of danger, and 
that she was capable (though still very weak) of answer- 
ing any questions which I might think it desirable to 
put to her. On reaching the hospital, I was requested, 
rather to my surprise, to pay my first visit to the head 
physician in his private room. ' I think it right/' said 
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this gentleman, ' to warn you, before you see the patient, 
to be very careful how you speak to her, and not to 
irritate her by showing any surprise or expressing any 
doubts if she talks to you in an extravagant manner. 
We differ in opinion about her here. Some of us 
(myself among the number) doubt whether the recovery 
of her mind has accompanied the recovery of her bodily 
powers. Without pronouncing her to be mad — she is 
perfectly gentle and harmless — we are nevertheless of 
opinion that she is suffering under a species of insane 
delusion. Bear in mind the caution which I have given 
you — and now go and judge for yourself.' I obeyed, in 
some little perplexity and surprise. The suffarer, when 
I approached her bed, looked sadly weak and worn ; but, 
so far as I could judge, seemed to be in full possession 
of herself. Her tone and manner were unquestionably 
the tone and manner of a lady. After briefly intro- 
ducing myself, I assured her that I should be glad, both 
officially and personally, if I could be of any assistance 
to her. In saying these trifling words, I happened to 
address her by the name I had seen marked on her 
clothes. The instant the words ' Miss Merrick ' passed 
my lips, a wild, vindictive expression appeared in her 
eyes. She exclaimed angrily, ' Don't call me by that 
hateful name ! It's not my name. All the people here 
persecute me by calling me Mercy Merrick. And when 
I am angry with them they show me the clothes. Say 
what I may, they persist in believing they are my 
clothes. Don't you do the same if you want to be friends 
with me.' Kemembering what the physician had said, 
I made the necessary excuses, and soon succeeded ia 
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soothing her. Without reverting to the irritating topic 
of the name, I merely enquired what her plans were, 
and assured her that she might command my services 
if she requiied them. 'Why do you want to know what 
my plans are ?' she asked suspiciously. I reminded her 
in reply that I held the position of English consul, and 
that my object was, if possible, to be of some assistance 
to her. ' You can be of the greatest assistance to me,' 
she said eagerly. ' Find Mercy Merrick ! ' I saw the 
vindictive look come back into her eyes, and an angry 
flush rising on her white cheeks. Abstaining from 
showing any surprise, I asked her who Mercy Merrick 
was ? ' A vile woman, by her own confession,' was the 
quick reply. ' How am I to find her?' I enquired next. 
' Look for a woman in a black dress, with the Eed 
Geneva Cross on her shoulder ; she is a nurse in the 
French ambulance.' ' What has she done ?' 'I have lost 
my papers ; I have lost my own clothes ; Mercy Merrick 
has taken them.' ' How do you know that Mercy 
Merrick has taken them ? ' ' Nobody else could have 
taken them — that's how I know it. Do you believe me 
or not ? ' She was beginning to excite herself again ; I 
assured her that I would at once send to make enquiries 
after Mercy Merrick. She turned round, contented, on 
the pillow. ' There's a good man ! ' she said. ' Come 
back and tell me when you have caught her.' Sucli 
was my first interview with the English patient at the 
hospital at Mannheim. It is needless to say that I 
doubted the existence of the absent person described as 
a nurse. However, it was possible to make enquiries, 
by applying to the surgeon, Ignatius Wetzel, whose 
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whereabouts was known to his friends in Mannheim. I 
wrote to him, and received his answer in due time. 
After the night attack of the Germans had made them 
masters of the French position, he had entered the 
cottage occupied by the French ambulance. He had 
found the wounded Frenchmen left behind, but had 
seen no such person in attendance on them as the 
nurse in the black dress, with the red cross on her 
shoulder. The only living woman in the place was a 
young English lady, in a grey travelling cloak, who had 
been stopped on the frontier, and who was forwarded 
on her way home by the war correspondent of an English 
journal."' 

' That was Grace,' said Lady Janet. 

* And I was the war correspondent,' added Horace. 

' A few words more,' said Julian, ' and you will 
understand my object in claiming your attention. 

He returned to the letter for the last time, and con- 
cluded his extracts from it as follows : 

'"Instead of attending at the hospital myself, I 
communicated by letter the failure of my attempt to 
discover the missing nurse. For some little time after- 
wards I heard no more of the sick woman, whom I shall 
still call Mercy Merrick. It was only yesterday that I 
received another summons to visit the patient. She 
had by this time sufficiently recovered to claim her dis 
charge, and she had announced her intention of return- 
ing forthwith to England. The head physician, feeling 
a sense of responsibility, had sent for me. It was im- 
possible to detain her on the ground that she was not 
fit to be trusted by herself at large, in consequence of 
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the difference of opinion among the doctors on the case. 
All that could be done was to give me due notice, and 
to leave the matter in my hands. On seeing her for 
the second time, I found her sullen and reserved. She 
openly attributed my inability to find the nurse to want 
of zeal for her interests on my part. I had, on my side, 
no authority whatever to detain her. I could only en- 
quire whether she had money enough to pay her travel 
ling expenses. Her reply informed me that the chaplain 
of the hospital had mentioned h?r forlorn situation in 
the town, and that the English residents had subscribed 
a small sum of money to enable her to return to her 
own country. Satisfied on this head, I asked next if 
she had friends to go to in England. 'I have one 
friend,' she answered, ' who is a host in herself- Lady 
Janet Koy.' You may imagine my surprise when I 
heard this. I found it quite useless to make any further 
enquiries as to how she came to know your aunt, whether 
your aunt expected her, and so on. My questions evi- 
dently offended her ; they were received in sulky silence. 
Under these circumstances, well knowing that I can 
trust implicitly to your humane sympathy for misfortune, 
I have decided (after careful reflection) to ensure the 
poor creature's safety when she arrives in London, by 
giving her a letter to you. You will hear what she 
says ; and you will be better able to discover than I am 
whether she really has any claim on Lady Janet Eoy. 
One last word of information, which it may be necessary 
to add — and I shall close this inordinately long letter. 
At my first interview with her I abstained, as I have 
already told yon, from irritating her by any enquiries 
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on trie subject of her name. On this second occasion, 
however, I decided on putting the question." ' 

As he read those last words, Julian became aware of 
a sudden movement on the part of his aunt. Lady Janet 
had risen softly from her chair, and had passed behind 
him with the purpose of reading the consul's letter for 
herself over her nephew's shoulder. Julian detected the 
action just in time to frustrate Lady Janet's intention 
by placing his hand over the last two lines of the letter. 

' What do you do that for ?' enquired his aunt sharply. 

' You are welcome, Lady Janet, to read the close of 
the letter for yourself,' Julian replied. ' But before 
you do so I am anxious to prepare you for a very great 
surprise. Compose yourself, and let me read on slowly, 
with your eye on me, until I uncover the last two words 
which close my friend's letter.' 

He read the end of the letter, as he had proposed, 
in these terms : 

' " I looked the woman straight in the face, and I 
said to her, * You have denied that the name marked 
on the clothes which you wore when you came here was 
your name. If you are not Mercy Merrick, who are 
you ?' She answered instantly, ' My name is' "' 

Julian removed his hand from the page. Lady 
Janet looked at the next two words, and started back 
with a loud cry of astonishment which brought Horace 
instantly to his feet. 

' Tell me, one of you I' he cried. ' What namf did 
Bhe give ? ' 

Julian told him : 

' Grace Rosebekbt.' 
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CHAPTER THE TENTH. 

A COUNCIL OF THREE. 

For a moment Horace stood thunderstruck, looking in 
blank astonishment at Lady Janet. His first words, as soon 
as he had recovered himself, were addressed to Julian : 

' Is this a joke ? ' he asked sternly. ' If it is, I foi 
one don't see the humour of it.' 

Julian pointed to the closely written pages of the 
consul's letter. ' A man writes in earnest,' he said, 
' when he writes at such length as this. The woman 
eeriously gave the name of Grace Roseberry, and when 
she left Mannheim she travelled to England for the 
express purpose of presenting herself to Lady Janet 
Roy.' He turned to his aunt. ' You saw me start,' he 
went on, ' when you first mentioned Miss Roseberry's 
name in my hearing. Now you know why.' He 
addressed himself once more to Horace. ' You heard 
me say that you, as Miss Roseberry's future husband, 
had an interest in being present at my interview with 
Lady Janet. Now you, know why.' 

* The woman is plainly mad,' said Lady Janet. 'But 
it is certainly a startling form of madness when one 
first hears of it. Of course we must keep the matter, 
for the present at least, a secret from Grace.' 

' There can be no doubt,' Horace agreed, 'that Grace 
must be kept in the dark, in her present state of health. 
The servants had better be warned beforehand, in caw 
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of this adventuress or madwoman, whichever she may 
be, attempting to make her way into the house.' 

'It shall be done immediately,' said Lady Janet. 
'What surprises me, Julian (ring the bell, if you 
please), is, that you should describe yourself in youi 
letter as feeling an interest in this person.' 

Julian answered — without ringing the bell. 

' I am more interested than ever,' he said, ' now I 
find that Miss Eoseberry berself is your guest at Mable- 
thorpe House.' 

' You were always perverse, Julian, as a child, in 
your likings and dislikings,' Lady Janet rejoined. 'Why 
don't you ring the bell ? ' 

' For one good reason, my dear aunt. I don't wish 
to hear you tell your servants to close the door on this 
friendless creature.' 

Lady Janet cast a look at her nephew which plainly 
expressed that she thought he had taken a liberty 
with her. 

' You don't expect me to see the woman ? ' she 
asked, in a tone of cold surprise. 

' I hope you will not refuse to see her,' Julian an- 
swered quietly. ' I was out when she called. I must 
hear what she has to say — and I should infinitely prefer 
hearing it in your presence. When I got your reply to 
tny letter, permitting me to present her to you, I wrote 
to her immediately, appointing a meeting here.' 

Lady Janet lilted her bright black eyes in mute 
expostulation to the carved cupids and wreaths on the 
dining-room ceiling. 
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' When am I to have the honour of the lady's visit ? 
she enquired, with ironical resignation. 

' To-day,' answered her nephew, with impenetrable 
patience. 

' At what hour ? ' 

Julian composedly consulted his watch. ' She is ten 
minutes after her time,' he ?aid, and put his watch back 
in his pocket again. 

At the same moment the servant appeared, and 
advancing to Julian, carrying a visiting card on his 
little silver tray. 

' A lady to see yoti, sir.' 

Julian took the card, and, bowing, handed it td 
his aunt. 

' Here she is,' he said, just as quietly as ever. 

Lady Janet looked at the card, and tossed it indig- 
nantly back to her nephew. ' Miss Eoseberry ! ' she 
exclaimed. 'Printed, actually printed on her card ! 
Julian, even my patience has its limits. I refuse to 
see her ! ' 

The servant was still waiting— not like a human 
being who took an interest in the proceedings — but (as 
became a perfectly bred footman) like an article of 
furniture artfully constructed to come and go at the 
?>vord of command. Julian gave the word of command, 
addressing the admirably constructed automaton by the 
name rf ' James.' 

' Where is the lady now ? ' he asked. 

' In the breakfast-room, sir.' 

' Leave her there, if you please | and wait outside 
within hearing of the bell.' 
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The legs of the furniture-footman acted, and took 
him noiselessly out of the room. Julian turned to 
bis aunt. 

' Forgive me,' he said, ' for venturing to give the 
man his orders in your presence. I am very anxious 
that you should not decide hastily. Surely we ought 
to hear what this lady has to say ? ' 

Horace dissented widely from his friend's opinion. 
' It's an insult to Grace,' he broke out warmly, ' to hear 
what she has to say ! ' 

Lady Janet nodded her head in high approval. ' I 
think so, too,' said her ladyship, crossing her handsome 
old hands resolutely on her lap. 

Julian applied himself to answering Horace first. 

' Pardon me,' he said, ' I have no intention of pre- 
suming to reflect on Miss Eoseberry, or of bringing 
her into the matter at all. The consul's letter,' he 
went on, speaking to his aunt, ' mentions, if you re- 
member, that the medical authorities of Mannheim 
were divided in opinion on their patient's case. Some 
of them — the physician-in-chief being among the num- 
ber — believe that the recovery of her mind has not 
accompanied the recovery of her body.' 

' In other words,' Lady Janet remarked, ' a mad- 
woman is in my house, and I am expected to receive her ! ' 

* Don't let us exaggerate,' said Julian gently. ' It 
can serve no good interest, in this serious matter, to 
exaggerate anything. The consul assures us, on the 
authority of the doctor, that she is perfectly gentle and 
harmless. If she is really the victim of a mental 
delusion, the poor creature is surely an object of com- 
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passion, and she ought to be placed under proper care. 
Ask your own kind heart, my dear aunt, if it would 
not be downright cruelty to turn this forlorn woman 
adrift in the world without making some enquiry first ?' 

Lady Janet's inbred sense of justice admitted — 
not over-willingly— the reasonableness as well as the 
humanity of the view expressed in those words. ' There 
is some truth in that, Julian,' she said, shifting her 
position uneasily in her chair, and looking at Horace. 
' Don't you think so too ? ' she added. 

' I can't say I do,' answered Horace, in the positive 
tone of a. man whose obstinacy is proof against every 
form of appeal that can be addressed to him. 

The patience of Julian was firm enough to be a 
match for the obstinacy of Horace. ' At any rate,' he 
resumed, with undiminished good temper, ' we are all 
three equally interested in setting this matter at rest. 
I put it to you, Lady Janet, if we are not favoured, at 
this lucky moment, with the very opportunity that we 
want ? Miss Roseberry is not only out of the room, but 
out of the house. If we let this chance slip, who can 
say what awkward accident may not happen in the 
course of the next few days ? ' 

' Let the woman come in,' cried Lady Janet, deciding 
headlong with her customary impatience of all delay. 
' At once, Julian — before Grace can come back. Will 
you ring the bell this time ?' 

This time Julian rang it. ' May I give the man his 
orders ?' he respectfully enquired of his aunt. 

' Give him anything you like, and have done with 
it ! ' retorted the irritable old lady, getting briskly on 
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her feet, and taking a turn in the room to compose 
herself. 

The servant withdrew, with orders to show the visitor 
in. 

Horace crossed the room at the same time — appar- 
ently with the intention of leaving it by the door at 
the opposite end. 

' You are not going away ? ' exclaimed Lady Janet. 

' I see no use in my remaining here,' replied Horace, 
not very graciously. 

' In that case,' retorted Lady Janet, ' remain here 
because I wish it.' 

' Certainly — if you wish it. Only remember,' he 
added, more obstinately than ever, ' that I differ entirely 
from Julian's view. In my opinion the woman has no 
claim on us.' 

A passing movement of irritation escaped Julian for 
the first time. ' Don't be hard, Horace,' he said sharply. 
' All women have a claim on us.' 

They had unconsciously gathered together, in the 
heat of the little debate, turning their backs on the 
library door. At the last words of the reproof ad- 
ministered by Julian to Horace, their attention was 
recalled to passing events by the slight noise produced 
by the opening and closing of the door. With one 
accord, the three turned and looked in the direction 
from which the sound had come. 
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CHAPTER THE ELEVENTH. 

THE DEAD ALIVE. 

Jcst inside the door there appeared the figure of a small 
woman dressed in plain and poor black garments. She 
silently lifted her black net veil, and disclosed a dull, 
pale, worn, weary face. The forehead was low and 
broad ; the eyes were unusually far apart ; the lower 
features were remarkably small and delicate. In health 
(as the consul at Mannheim had remarked) *his woman 
must have possessed, if not absolute beauty, at least 
rare attractions peculiarly her own. As it was now, 
suffering — sullen, silent, self-contained suffering — had 
marred its beauty. Attention and even curiosity it 
might still rouse. Admiration or interest it could 
excite no longer. 

The small thin black figure stood immovably inside 
the door. The dull, worn, white face looked silently at 
the three persons in the room. 

The three persons in the room, on their side, stood 
for a moment without moving, and looked silently at 
the stranger on the threshold. There was something, 
either in the woman herself or in the sudden and 
stealthy manner of her appearance on the scene, which 
froze, as if with the touch of an invisible cold hand, the 
sympathies of all three. Accustomed to the world, 
habitually at their ease in every social emergency, they 
were now silenced for the first time in their lives b^ 
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the first serious sense of embarrassment which they 
had felt since they were children, in the presence of a 
Btranger. 

Had the appearance of the true Grace Eoseberry 
aroused in their minds a suspicion of the woman who 
had stolen her name, and taken her place in the house ? 

Not so much as the shadow of a suspicion of Mercy 
was at the bottom of the strange sense of uneasiness 
which had now deprived them alike of their habitual 
courtesy and their habitual presence of mir«i. It was 
as practically impossible for any one of ihe three to 
doubt the identity of the adopted daughter of the 
house, as it would be for you who read these lines to 
doubt the identity of the nearest and dearest relative 
you have in the world. Circumstances had fortified 
Mercy behind the strongest of all natural rights — the 
right of first possession. Circumstances had armed 
her with the most irresistible of all natural forces — the 
force of previous association and previous habit. Not 
by so much as a hair's breadth was the position of 
the false Grace Eoseberry shaken by the first appear- 
ance of the true Grace Eoseberry within tbj doors of 
Mablethorpe House. Lady Janet felt suddenly repelled, 
without knowing why. Julian and Horace felt suddenly 
repelled, without knowing why. Asked to describe 
their own sensations at the moment, they would have 
shaken their heads in despair, and would have answered 
in those words. The vague presentiment of some mis- 
fortune to come had entered the room with the entrance 
of the woman in black. But it moved invisibly ; and 
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it spoke, as all presentiments speak, in the Unknown 
Tongue. 



A moment passed. The crackling of the fire and 
the ticking of the clock were the only sounds audible 
in the room. 

The voice of the visitor — hard, clear, and quiet — 
was the first voice that broke the silence. 

'Mr. Julian Gray?' she said, looking interroga 
tively from one of the two gentlemen to the other. 

Julian advanced a few steps, instantly recovering 
his self-possession. ' I am sorry I was not at home,' 
he said, ' when you called with your letter from the 
consul. Pray take a chair.' 

By way of setting the example, Lady Janet seated 
herself at some little distance, with Horace in attendance 
standing near. She bowed to the stranger with studious 
politeness, but without uttering a word, before she 
settled herself in her chair, ' I am obliged to listen to 
this person,' thought the old lady. 'But I am not 
obliged to speak to her. That is Julian's business — not 
mine.' ' Don't stand, Horace ! You fidget me. Sit 
down.' Armed beforehand in her policy of silence, 
Lady Janet folded her handsome hands as usual, and 
waited for the proceedings to begin, like a judge on the 
bench. 

' Will you take a chair ? ' Julian repeated, observing 
that the visitor appeared neither to heed nor to hear 
his first words of welcome to her. 

At this second appeal she spoke to him. ' Is that 
Lady Janet Eoy ?' she asked with her eyes fixed on the 
mistress of the house. 
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Julian answered, and drew back to watch the 
result. 

The woman in the poor black garments changed her 
position for the first time. She moved slowly across the 
room to the place at which Lady Janet was sitting, and 
addressed her respectfully with perfect self-possession of 
manner. Her whole demeanour, from the moment when 
she had appeared at the door, had expressed — at once 
plainly and becomingly — confidence in the reception 
that awaited her. 

' Almost the last words my father said to me on his 
death-bed,' she began, ' were words, madam, which told 
me to expect protection and kindness from you.' 

It was not Lady Janet's business to speak. Sh* 
listened with the blandest attention. She waited with 
the most exasperating silence, to hear more. 

Grace Eoseberry drew back a step — not intimi- 
dated — only mortified and surprised. ' Was my father 
wrong ? ' she asked, with a simple dignity of tone and 
manner which forced Lady Janet to abandon her policy 
of silence, in spite of herself. * 

' Who was your father ? ' she asked coldly. 

Grace Eoseberry answered the question in a tone of 
stern surprise. 

' Has the servant not given you my card ? ' she said. 
' Don't you know my name ? ' 

* Which of your names ? ' rejoined Lady Janet. 

4 1 don't understand your ladyship.' 

' I will make myself understood. You asked me if 
I knew your name. I ask you, in return, which name 
it is ? The name on your card is " Miss Eoseberry." 
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The name marked on your clothes, when you were m 
the hospital, was " Mercy Merrick." ' 

The self-possession which Grace had maintained 
from the moment when she had entered the dining- 
room seemed now for the first time to be on the point 
of failing her. She turned and looked appealingly at 
Julian, who had thus far kept his place apart, listening 
attentively. 

' Surely,' she said, ' your friend, the consul, has told 
you in his letter about the mark on the clothes ? ' 

Something of the girlish hesitation and timidity 
which had marked her demeanour at her interview 
with Mercy in the French cottage reappeared in her 
tone and manner as she spoke those words. The cliange? 
— mostly changes for the worse — wrought in her by the 
suffering through which she had passed since that time, 
were now (for the momenta effaced. All that was left 
of the better and simpler side of her character asserted 
itself in her brief appeal to Julian. She had hitherto 
repelled him. He began to feel a certain compassionate 
interest in her now. 

'The consul has informed me of what you said to 
him,' he answered kindly. ' But, if you will take my 
advice, I recommend you to tell your story to Lady 
Janet in your own words.' 

Grace again addressed herself with submissive re- 
luctance to Lady Janet. 

'The clothes your ladyship speaks of,' she said, 
' were the clothes of another woman. The rain was 
pouring when the soldiers detained me on the frontier. 
X had been exposed for hours to the weather — I was wst 
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to the skin. The clothes marked "Mercy Merrick" 
were the clothes lent to me by Mercy Merrick herself, 
while my own things were drying. I was struck by the 
shell in those clothes. I was carried away insensible in 
those clothes after the operation had been performed 
on me.' 

Lady Janet listened to perfection — and did no more 
She turned confidentially to Horace and said to him, 
in her gracefully ironical way, ' She is ready with her 
explanation.' 

Horace answered in the same tone, 'A great deal 
too ready.' 

Grace looked from one of them to the other. A 
faint flush of colour showed itself in her face for the 
first time. 

' Am I to understand,' she asked with proud compo- 
sure, ' that you don't believe me ? ' 

Lady Janet maintained her policy of silence. She 
waved one hand courteously towards Julian, as if to say, 
' Address your enquiries to the gentleman who intro- 
duces you.' Julian, noticing the gesture and observing 
the rising colour in Grace's cheeks, interfered directly 
in the interests of peace. 

'Lady Janet asked you a question just now,' he said; 
' Lady Janet enquired who your father was.' 

' My father was the late Colonel Eoseberry.' 

Lady Janet looked indignantly at Horace. ' Her 
assurance amazes me 1 ' she esclairaed. 

Julian interposed before his aunt could add a word 
more. * Pray let us hear her,' he said in a tone of 
entreaty which had something of the imperative in it 
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this time- He turned to Grace. ' Have you any proof 
to produce,' he added in his gentler voice, ' which will 
satisfy us that you are Colonel Roseberry's daughter?' 

Grace looked at him indignantly. ' Proof ! ' she 
repeated. ' Is my word not enough ? ' 

Julian kept his temper perfectly. ' Pardon me/ he 
rejoined, 'you torget that you and Lady Janet meet 
now for the first time. Try to put yourself in my aunt's 
place. How is she to know that you are the late Colonel 
Roseberry's daughter ? ' 

Grace's head sank on her breast ; she dropped into 
the nearest chair. The expression of her face changed 
instantly from anger to discouragement. ' Ah,' she 
exclaimed bitterly, ' if I only had the letters that have 
been stolen from me ! ' 

' Letters,' asked Julian, ' introducing you to Lady 
Janet ? ' 

' Yes.' She turned suddenly to Lady Janet. ' Let 
me tell you how I lost them,' she said, in the first tones 
of entreaty which had escaped her yet. 

Lady Janet hesitated. It was not in her generous 
nature to resist the appeal that had just been made to 
her. The sympathies of Horace were far less easily 
reached. He lightly launched a new shaft of satire — 
intended for the private amusement of Lady Janet. 
' Another explanation ! ' he exclaimed, with a sigh of 
comic resignation. 

Julian overheard the words. His large lustrous 
ayes fixed themselves on Horace with a look of uninea- 
eured contempt. 

'The least you can do,' he said, sternly, 'is no: to 
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arrifcate her. It is so easy to irritate her ! He ad- 
dressed himself again to Grace, endeavouring to help 
her through her difficulty in a new way. ' Never mind 
explaining yourself for the moment,' he said. ' In the 
absence of your letters, have you anyone in London 
who can speak to your identity ? ' 

Grace shook her head sadly. ' I have no friends in 
London,' she answered. 

It was impossible for Lady Janet — who had never 
in her life heard of anybody without friends in London 
— to pass this over without notice. 'No friends in 
London ! ' she repeated, turning to Horace. 

Horace shot another shaft of light satire. ' Of course 
not ! ' he rejoined. 

Grace saw them comparing notes. ' My friends are 
in Canada,' she broke out impetuously. ' Plenty of 
friends who could speak for me, if I could only bring 
them here.' 

As a place of reference — mentioned in the capital 
city of England — Canada, there is no denying it, is 
open to objection on the ground of distance. Horace 
was ready with another shot. 'Far enough off, cer- 
tainly,' he said. 

' Far enough off, as you say,' Lady Janet agreed. 

Once more Julian's inexhaustible kindness strove to 
obtain a hearing for the stranger who had been confided 
to his care. ' A little patience, Lady Janet,' he pleaded. 
' A little consideration, Horace, for a friendless woman.' 

' Thank you, sir,' said Grace. ' It is very kind of 
you to try and help me ; h it it is useless. They won't 
3?en listen to me.' She attempted to rise from hm 
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chair as she pronounced the last words. Julian gently 
laid his hand on her shoulder and obliged her to resume 
her seat. 

' / will listen to you,' he said. ' You referred me 
just now to the consul's letter. The consul tells me 
you suspected some one of taking your papers and your 
clothes.' 

' I don't suspect,' was the quick reply, ' I am cer- 
tain I I tell you positively Mercy Merrick was the 
thief. She was alone with me when I was struck down 
by the shell. She was the only person who knew that 
I had letters of introduction about me. She confessed 
to my face that she had been a bad woman — she had 
been in a prison — she had come out of a Eefuge * 

Julian stopped her there with one plain question, 
which threw a doubt on the whole story. 

' The consul tells me you asked him to search for 
Mercy Merrick,' he said. ' Is it not true that he caused 
enquiries to be made, and that no trace of any such 
person was to be heard of ? ' 

' The consul took no pains to find her,' Grace an- 
swered angrily. 'He was, like everybody else, in a 
conspiracy to neglect and misj adge me.' 

Lady Janet and Horace exchanged looks. This 
time it was impossible for Julian to blame them. The 
farther the stranger's narrative advanced, the less worthy 
of serious attention he felt it to be. The longer she 
spoke, the more disadvantageously she challenged 
comparison with, the absent woman, whose name she so 
obstinately and so audacioxisly persisted in assuming a3 
her own. 
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* Granting all that you have said,' Julian resumed, 
with a last effort of patience, ' what use could Mercy 
Merrick make of your letters and your clothes ? ' 

'What use?' repeated Grace, amazed at his not 
seeing the position as she saw it. ' My clothes were 
marked with my name. One of my papers was a letter 
from my father, introducing me to Lady Janet. A 
woman out of a Eefuge would be quite capable of pre- 
senting herself here in my place.' 

Spoken entirely at random, spoken without so much 
as a fragment of evidence to support them, those last 
words still had their effect. They cast a reflection on 
Lady Janet's adopted daughter which was too out- 
rageous to be borne. Lady Janet rose instantly. ' Give 
me your arm, Horace,' she said, turning to leave the 
room. ' I have heard enough.' 

Horace respectfully offered his arm. ' Your lady- 
ship is quite right,' he answered. ' A more monstrous 
Btory never was invented.' 

He spoke, in the warmth of his indignation, loud 
enough for Grace to hear him. ' What is there mon- 
strous in it?' she asked, advancing a step towards him 
defiantly 

Julian checked her. He too — though he had only 
once seen Mercy — felt an angry sense of the insult 
offered to the beautiful creature who had interested him 
at his first sight of her. ' Silence!' he said, speaking 
sternly to Grace for the first time. ' You are offend- 
ing—justly offending — Lady Janet. You are talking 
worse than absurdly — you are talking offensively — when 
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you speak of another woman presenting herself here in 
your place.' 

Grace's blood was up. Stung by Julian's reproof, she 
turned on him a look which was almost a look of fury. 

' Are you a clergyman ? Are you an educated man V 
she asked. ' Have you never read of cases of false per- 
sonation, in newspapers and books ? I blindly confided 
in Mercy Merrick before I found out what her character 
really was. She left the cottage — I know it from the 
surgeon who brought me to life again — firmly persuaded 
that the shell had killed me. My papers and my 
clothes disappeared at the same time. Is there nothing 
suspicious in these circumstances ? There were people 
at the hospital who thought them highly suspicious- 
people who warned me that I might find an impostor 
in my place.' She suddenly paused. The rustling 
sound of a silk dress had caught her ear. Lady Janet 
was leaving the room, with Horace, by way of the con- 
servatory. With a last desperate effort of resolution, 
Grace sprang forward, and placed herself in front of 
them. 

' One word, Lady Janet, before you turn your back 
on me,' she said, firmly. ' One word, and I will }xs 
content. Has Colonel Eoseberry's letter found its way 
to this house or not ? If it has, did a woman bring it 
to you ?' 

Lady Janet looked — as only a great lady can look, 
when a person of inferior rank has presumed to fail in 
respect towards her. 

' You are surely not aware,' she said with icy com- 
posure, ' that these questions are an insult to Me ? ' 



Tlie Dead Alive. 131 

' And worse than an insult,' Horace added warmly, 
1 to Grace ! ' 

The little resolute black figure (still barring the 
way to the conservatory) was suddenly shaken from head 
to foot. The woman's eyes travelled backwards and 
forwards between Lady Janet and Horace with the light 
of a new suspicion in them. 

* Grace!' she exclaimed. 'What Grace? That's 
my name. Lady Janet, you have got the letter ! The 
woman is here !' 

Lady Janet dropped Horace's arm, and retraced her 
steps to the place at which her nephew was standing. 

' Julian,' she said. ' You force me for the first 
time in my life to remind you of the respect that is 
due to me in my own house. Send that woman away. 

Without waiting to be answered, she turned back 
again, and once more took Horace's arm. 

' Stand back, if you please,' she said quietly to Grrace. 

Grace held her ground. 

' The woman is here ! ' she repeated. ' Confront me 
with her — and then send me away, if you like.' 

Julian advanced, and firmly took her by the arm 
* You forget what is due to Lady Janet,' he said, draw- 
ing her aside. ' You forget what is due to yourself.' 

With a desperate effort, Grace broke away from 
him, and stopped Lady Janet on the threshold of the 
conservatory door. 

' Justice ! ' she cried, shaking her clenched hand 
with hysterical frenzy in the air. ' I claim my right 
to meet that woman face to face ! Where is she ? Con 
front me with her ! Confront me with her ! ' 

u. 8 
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While those wild words were pouring from her lips, 
the rumbling of carriage-wheels became audible on the 
drive in front of the house. In the all-absorbing 
agitation of the moment, the sound of the wheels 
(followed by the opening of the house door) passed 
unnoticed by the persons in the dining-room. Horace's 
voice was still raised in angry protest against the insult 
offered to Lady Janet ; Lady Janet herself (leaving him 
for the second time) was vehemently ringing the bell 
to summon the servants ; Julian had once more taken 
the infuriated woman by the arm, and was trying 
vainly to compose her — when the library door was 
opened quietly by a young lady wearing a mantle and 
a bonnet. Mercy Merrick (true to the appointment 
which she had made with Horace) entered the room. 

The first eyes that discovered her presence on the 
scene were the eyes of Grace Koseberry. Starting 
violently in Julian's grasp, she pointed towards the 
library door. * Ah ! ' she cried, with a shriek of vin 
dictive delight. ' There she is ! ' 

Mercy turned as the sound of the scream rang 
through the room, and met — resting on her in savage 
triumph — the living gaze of the woman whose identity 
she had stolen, whose body she had left laid out for dead. 
On the instant of that terrible discovery — with her 
eyes fixed helplessly on the fierce eyes that had found 
her— she dropped senseless on the floor. 
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CHAPTER THE TWELFTH. 

Exit JULIAN. 

Julian happened to be standing nearest to Mercy. He 
was the first at her side when she fell. 

In the cry of alarm which burst from him, as he 
raised her for a moment in his arms, in the expression 
of his eyes when he looked at her death-like face, there 
escaped the plain — too plain — confession of the interest 
which he felt in her, of the admiration which she had 
aroused in him. Horace detected it. There was the 
quick suspicion of jealousy in the movement by which 
he joined Julian ; there was the ready resentment of 
jealousy in the tone in which he pronounced the words, 
' Leave her to me.' Julian resigned her in silence. A 
faint flush appeared on his pale face as he drew back 
while Horace carried her to the sofa. His eyes sank to 
the ground ; he seemed to be meditating self-reproach- 
fully on the tone in which his friend had spoken to 
him. After having been the first to take an active 
part in meeting the calamity that had happened, he 
was now to all appearance insensible to everything that 
was passing in the room. 

A touch on his shoulder roused him. 

He turned and looked round. The woman who 
had done the mischief — the stranger in the poor black 
garments — was standing behind him. She pointed to 
the prostrate figure on the sofa, with a merciless smile. 
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* You wanted a proof just now,' she said. * There 
it is ! 

Horace heard her. He suddenly left the sofa and 
joined Julian. His face, naturally ruddy, was pale with 
suppressed fury. 

' Take that wretch away ! ' he said. ' Instantly ! or 
I won't answer for what I may do.' 

Those words recalled Julian to himself. He looked 
round the room. Lady Janet and the housekeeper were 
together, in attendance on the swooning woman. The 
startled servants were congregated in the library door- 
way. Mercy had endeared herself to them by many 
little acts of kindness and consideration. One of them 
offered to run to the nearest doctor. Another asked if 
he should fetch the police. A third — the servant who 
had been in attendance on Mercy when the carriage 
took her to the committee-meeting — superstitiously 
assured Julian that it was Fate, and nothing less, which 
had brought his young lady home exactly at the wrong 
time. ' They all disagreed at the meeting, sir,' the man 
paid ; ' and the chairman adjourned the debate. If it 
hadn't been for that, we might not have got back for 
another good hour to come.' 

With some difficulty Julian quieted the anxiety 
and confusion among the servants. This done he took 
Grace by the hand to lead her from the room. She 
hesitated and tried to release herself. Julian pointed 
to the group at the sofa, and to the servants going out 
in a body by the library door. ' You have made an 
enemy of everyone in this house,' he said, ' and you 
have not a friend in London. Do you wish to make 
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an enemy of me ? ' Her head drooped ; she made no 
reply ; she waited, dumbly obedient to the firmer will 
than her own. Julian withdrew to the library, leading 
Grace after Tn'm by the hand. Before closing the door 
he paused, and looked back into the dining-room. 

' Is she recovering ? ' he asked, after a moment's 
hesitation. 

Lady Janet's voice answered him. ' Not yet.' 

' Shall I send for the nearest doctor ? ' 

Horace interposed. He declined to let Julian asso- 
ciate himself, even in that indirect manner, with Mercy's 
recovery. 

' If the doctor is wanted,' he said, ' I will go foi 
him myself.' 

Julian closed the library door. He absently released 
Grace; he mechanically pointed to a chair. She sat 
down in silent surprise, following him with her eyes as 
he walked slowly to and fro in the room. 

For the moment his mind was far away from her, 
and from all that had happened since her appearance in 
the house. It was impossible that a man of his fineness 
of perception could mistake the meaning of Horace's 
conduct towards him. He was questioning his own 
heart, on the subject of Mercy, sternly ana unreservedly, 
as it was his habit to do. ' After only once seeing her,' 
he thought, ' has she produced such an impression on 
me that Horace can discover it, before I have even 
suspected it myself ? Can the time have come already, 
when I owe it to my friend to see her no more ? ' He 
stopped irritably in his walk. As a man devoted to a 
serious calling in life, there was something that wounded 
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his self-respect in the bare suspicion that he could be 
guilty of the purely sentimental extravagance called 
' love at first sight.' 

He had paused exactly opposite to the chair in which 
Grace was seated. Weary of the silence, she seized the 
opportunity of speaking to him. 

' I have come here with you as you wished,' she said. 
' Are you going to help me ? Am I to count on you as 
my friend ? ' 

He looked at her vacantly. It cost him an effort 
before he could give her the attention that she had 
claimed. 

' You have been hard on me,' Grace went on. ' But 
you showed me some kindness at first; you tried to 
make them give me a fair hearing. I ask you, as a just 
man, do you doubt now that the woman on the sofa in 
the next room is an impostor who has taken my place ? 
Can there be any plainer confession that she is Mercy 
Merrick than the confession she has made ? You saw 
it ; they saw it. She fainted at the sight of me.' 

Julian crossed the room — still without answering 
her — and rang the bell. When the servant appeared, 
he told the man to fetch a cab. 

Grace rose from her chair. ' What is the cab for ?' 
she asked sharply. 

' For you and for me,' Julian replied. ' I am going 
to take you back to your lodgings.' 

' I refuse to go. My place is in this house. Neither 
Lady Janet nor you can get over the plain facts. All I 
asked was to be confronted with her. And what did she 



Exit Julian. 137 



do when she came into the room ? She fainted at the 
sight of me.' 

Eeiterating her one triumphant assertion, she fixed 
her eyes on Julian with a look which said plainly, Answer 
that if you can. In mercy to her, Julian answered it 
on the spot. 

* So far as I understand,' he said, ' you appear to 
take it for granted that no innocent woman would have 
fainted on first seeing you. I have something to tell 
you which will alter your opinion. On her arrival in 
England this lady informed my aunt that she had met 
with you accidentally on the French frontier, and that 
she had seen you (so far as she knew) struck dead at 
her side by a shell. Eemember that, and recall what 
happened just now. Without a word to warn her of 
your restoration to life, she finds herself suddenly face 
to face with you, a living woman — and this at a time 
when it is easy for anyone who looks at her to see that 
she is in delicate health. What is there wonderful, 
what is there unaccountable, in her fainting under sucli 
circumstances as these ? ' 

The question was plainly put. Where was the an- 
swer to it ? 

There was no answer to it. Mercy's wisely candid 
statement of the manner in which she had first met 
with Grace, and of the accident which had followed, had 
served Mercy's purpose but too well. It was simply 
impossible for persons acquainted with that statement 
to attach a guilty meaning to the swoon. The false 
Grace Eoseberry was stili as far beyond the reach of 
suspicion as ever • and the true Grace was quick enough 
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to see it. She sank into the chair from which she had 
risen ; her hands fell in hopeless despair on her lap. 

' Everything is against me,' she said. ' The truth 
itself turns liar, and takes her side.' She paused and 
rallied her sinking courage. ' No ! ' she cried resolutely, 
' I won't submit to have my name and my place taken 
from me by a vile adventuress ! Say what you like, \ 
insist on exposing her ; I won't leave the house ! ' 

The servant entered the room, and announced that 
the cab was at the door. 

Grace turned to Julian with a defiant wave of her 
hand. ' Don't let me detain you,' she said. ' I see I have 
neither advice nor help to expect from Mr. Julian Gray. 

Julian beckoned to the servant to follow him into a 
corner of the room. 

' Do you know if the doctor has been sent for ?' he 
asked. 

* I believe not, sir. It is said in the servants' hall 
that the doctor is not wanted.' 

Julian was too anxious to be satisfied with a report 
from the servants' hall. He hastily wrote on a slip of 
paper: 'Has she recovered?' and then gave the note 
to the man, with directions to take it to Lady Janet. 

* Did you hear what I said ? ' Grace enquired, while 
the messenger was absent in the dining-room. 

* I will answer you directly,' said Julian. 

The servant appeared again as he spoke, with some 
lines in pencil written by Lady Janet on the back of 
Julian's note. 'Thank God we have revived her. In 
a few minutes we hope to be able to take her to hei 
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The nearest way to Mercy's room was through the 
library. Grace's immediate removal had now become 
a necessity which was not to be trifled with. Julian 
addressed himself to meeting the difficulty the instant 
he was left alone with Grace. 

' Listen to me,' he said. ' The cab is waiting, and 
I have my last words to say to you. You are now 
(thanks to the consul's recommendation) in my care. 
Decide at once whether you will remain under my 
charge, or whether you will transfer yourself to the 
charge of the police.' 

Grace started. ' What do you mean ? ' she asked 
angrily. 

' If you wish to remain under my charge,' Julian 
proceeded, ' you will accompany me at once to the cab. 
In that case I will undertake to give you an opportunity 
of telling your story to my own lawyer. He will be a 
fitter person to advise you than I am. Nothing will 
induce me to believe that the lady whom you have 
accused has committed, or is capable of committing, 
such a fraud as you charge her with. You will hear 
what the lawyer thinks, if you come with me. If you 
refuse, I shall have no choice but to send into the next 
room and tell them that you are still here. The result 
will be that you will find yourself in charge of the 
police. Take which course you like ; I will give you 
a minute to decide in. And remember this, if I appear 
to express myself harshly, it is your conduct which 
forces me to speak out. I mean kindly towards you 
I am advising you honestly for your good.' 

He took out his watch to count the minute. 
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Grace stole one furtive glance at his steady resolute 
face. She was perfectly unmoved by the manly consi- 
deration for her which Julian's last words had expressed. 
All she understood was, that he was not a man to be 
trifled with. Future opportunities would offer them, 
selves of returning secretly to the house. She deter- 
mined to yield — and deceive him. 

'I am ready to go,' she said, rising with dogged 
submission. ' Your turn now,' she muttered to herself 
as she turned to the looking glass to arrange her shawl. 
' My turn will come.' 

Julian advanced towards her, as if to offer her his 
arm, and checked himself. Firmly persuaded as he 
was that her mind was deranged — readily as he admit- 
ted that she claimed, in virtue of her affliction, every 
indulgence that he could extend to her — there was 
something repellant to him at that moment in the bare 
idea of touching her. The image of the beautiful 
creature who was the object of her monstrous accusation 
— the image of Mercy as she lay helpless for a moment 
in his arms — was vivid in his mind while he opened the 
door that led into the hall, and drew back to let Grace 
pass out before him. He left the servant to help her 
into the cab. The man respectfully addressed him as 
he took his seat opposite to Grace. 

' I am ordered to say that your room is ready, sir ; 
and that her ladyship expects you to dinner.' 

Absorbed in the events which had followed his aunt's 
invitation, Julian had forgotten his engagement to stay 
at Mablethorpe House. Could he return, knowing ma 
own heart as he now knew it ? Could he honourably 
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remain, perhaps for weeks together, in Mercy's society, 
conscious as he now was of the impression which she 
aad produced on him ? No. The one honourable course 
that he could take was to find an excuse for withdrawing 
from his engagement. ' Beg her ladyship not to wait 
dinner for me,' he said. ' I will write and make my 
apologies.' The cab drove off. The wondering servant 
waited on the doorstep, looking after it. ' I wouldn't 
stand in Mr. Julian's shoes for something,' be thought, 
with his mind running on the difficulties of the young 
clergyman's position. ' There she is, along with him in 
the cab. What is he going to do with her after that ? ' 
Julian himself — if it had been put to him at the 
moment — could not have answered the question. 

Lady Janet's anxiety was far from being relieved 
when Mercy had been restored to her senses and con- 
ducted to her own room. 

Her mind remained in a condition of unreasoning 
alarm which it was impossible to remove. Over and 
over again she was told that the woman who had terri- 
fied her had left the house, and would never be per- 
mitted to enter it more. Over and over again she 
was assured that the stranger's frantic assertions were 
regarded by everybody about her as unworthy of a 
moment's serious attention. She persisted in doubting 
whether they were telling her the truth. A shocking 
distrust of her friends seemed to possess her. She 
shrank when Lady Janet approached the bedside. She 
ehuddered when Lady Janet kissed her. She flatly 
refused to let Horace see her. She asked the strangest 
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questions about Julian Gray, and shook her head suspi- 
ciously when they told her that he was absent from the 
house. At intervals, she hid her face in the bedclothes, 
and murmured to herself piteously, ' Oh ! what shall I 
do? What shall I do?' At other times, her one 
petition was to be left alone. ' I want nobody in my 
room' — that was her sullen cry — 'Nobody in my room!' 

The evening advanced, and brought with it no 
change for the better. Lady Janet, by the advice of 
Horace, sent for her own medical adviser. 

The doctor shook his head. The symptoms, he said, 
indicated a serious shock to the nervous system. He 
wrote a sedative prescription ; and he gave (with a 
happy choice of language) some sound and safe advice. 
It amounted briefly to this : ' Take her away, and try 
the sea-side.' Lady Janet's customary energy acted on 
the advice without a moment's needless delay. She 
gave the necessary directions for packing the trunks 
over night, and decided on leaving Mablethorpe House 
with Mercy the next morning. 

Shortly after the doctor had taken his departure, a 
letter from Julian, addressed to Lady Janet, wa3 
delivered by private messenger. 

Beginning with the necessary apologies for the 
writer's absence, the letter proceeded in these terms : 

4 Before I permitted my companion to accompany 
me to the lawyer's office, I felt the necessity of consult- 
ing him as to my present position towards her. 

* I told him — what I think it only right to repeat 
^o y 0U — that I do not feel justified in acting on ray owe 
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opinion that her mind is deranged. In the case of this 
friendless woman, I want medical authority, and, more 
even than that, I want some positive proof, to satisfy 
my conscience as well as to confirm my view. 

' Finding me obstinate on this point, the lawyei 
undertook to consult a physician accustomed to the 
treatment of the insane, on my behalf. 

* After sending a message and receiving the answer, 
he said, " Bring the lady here — in half an hour ; she 
shall tell her story to the doctor instead of telling it to 
me." The proposal rather staggered me ; I asked how 
it was possible to induce her to do that. He laughed, 
and answered, " I shall present the doctor as my senior 
partner ; my senior partner will be the very man to advise 
her." You know that I hate all deception — even where 
the end in view appears to justify it. On this occasion, 
however, there was no other alternative than to let the 
lawyer take his own course — or to run the risk of a 
delay which might be followed by serious results. 

' I waited in a room by myself (feeling very uneasy 
I own) until the doctor joined me after the interview 
was over. 

* His opinion is, briefly, this : 

' " After careful examination of the unfortunate crea- 
ture, he thinks that there are unmistakably symptoms 
of mental aberration, but how far the mischief has 
gone, and whether her case is, or is not, sufficiently 
grave to render actual restraint necessary, he cannot 
positively say in our present state of ignorance as to 
tacts. 

'*'Thus far," he observed, "we know nothing of 
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that part of her delusion which relates to Mercy Mer 
rick. The solution of the difficulty, in this case, is to 
be found there. I entirely agree with the lady that the 
enquiries of the consul at Mannheim are far from being 
conclusive. Furnish me with satisfactory evidence 
either that there is, or is not, such a person really in 
existence as Mercy Merrick, and I will give you a posi- 
tive opinion on the case, whenever you choose to ask 
for it." 

* Those words have decided me on starting for the 
Continent, and renewing the search for the missing 
nurse. 

' My friend the lawyer wonders jocosely whether 1 
am in my right senses. His advice is, that I should 
apply to the nearest magistrate, and relieve you and 
myself of all further trouble in that way. 

' Perhaps you agree with him ? My dear aunt (as 
you have often said), I do nothing like other people. 
I am interested in this case. I cannot abandon a 
forlorn woman who has been confided to me to the 
Lender mercies of strangers, so long as there is any hope 
of my making discoveries which may be instrumental 
in restoring her to herself — perhaps, also, in restoring 
her to her friends. 

* I start by the mail train of to-night. My plan is, 
to go first to Mannheim, and consult with the consul 
and the hospital doctors ; then to find my way to the 
German surgeon, and to question him ; and, that done, 
to make the last and hardest effort of all — the effort to 
trace the French ambulance and to penetrate the 
mystery of Mercy Merrick. 
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' Immediately on my return I will wait on you, and 
tell you what I have accomplished, or how I have failed. 

' In the meanwhile, pray be under no alarm about 
the reappearance of this unhappy woman at your house. 
She is fully occupied in writing (at my suggestion) to 
her friends in Canada ; and she is under the care of the 
landlady at her lodgings — an experienced and trust- 
worthy person, who has satisfied the doctor, as well as my- 
self, of her fitness for the charge that she has undertaken. 

'Pray mention this to Miss Eoseberry (whenever 
you think it desirable), with the respectful expression 
of my sympathy, and of my best wishes for her speedy 
restoration to health. And once more forgive me for 
failing, under stress of necessity, to enjoy the hospitality 
of Mablethorpe House.' 

Lady Janet closed Julian's letter, feeling far from 
satisfied with it. She sat for a while, pondering over 
what her nephew had written to her. 

' One of two things,' thought the quick-witted old 
lady. ' Either the lawyer is right, and Julian is a fit 
companion for the madwoman whom he has taken under 
his charge : or he has some second motive for this ab- 
surd journey of his, which he has carefully abstained 
from mentioning in his letter. What can the motive be ? ' 

At intervals during the night that question recurred 
to her ladyship again and again. The utmost exercise 
of her ingenuity failing to answer it, her one resource 
left was to wait patiently for Julian's return, and, in her 
own favourite phrase, to ' have it out with him' then. 

The next morning, Lady Janet and her adopted 

L 
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daughter left Mablethorpe House for Brighton ; Horace 
(who had begged to be allowed to accompany them) 
being sentenced to remain in London by Mercy's ex- 
press desire. Why — nobody could guess ; and Mercy 
refused to say. 



CHAPTER THE THIRTEENTH. 

ENTER JULIAN. 

A week has passed. The scene opens again in the 
dining-room at Mablethorpe House. 

The hospitable table bears once more its burden of 
good things for lunch. But, on this occasion, Lady Janet 
sits alone. Her attention is divided between reading her 
newspaper and feeding her cat. The cat is a sleek and 
splendid creature. He carries an erect tail. He rolls 
luxuriously on the soft carpet. He approaches his 
mistress in a series of coquettish curves. He smells 
with dainty hesitation at the choicest morsels that can 
be offered to him. The musical monotony of his purring 
falls soothingly on her ladyship's ear. She stops in the 
middle of a leading article, and looks with a careworn 
r ace at the happy cat. ' Upon my honour,' cries Lady 
fanet, thinking, in her inveterately ironical manner, 
of the cares that trouble her, 'all things considered, 
Tom, I wish I was You ! ' 

The cat starts — not at his mistress's complimentary 
apostrophe, but at a knock at the door which follows 
«loswj upon it. Lady Janet says, carelessly enough, 
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* Come in ; ' looks round listlessly to see who it is ; and 
starts, like the cat, when the door opens and discloses — 
Julian Gray ! 

* You — or your ghost ? ' she exclaims. 

She has noticed already that Julian is paler than 
usual, and that there is something in his manner at 
once uneasy and subdued — highly uncharacteristic of 
him at other times. He takes 9. seat by her side, and 
kisses her hand. But — for the first time in his aunt's 
experience of him — he refuses the good things on the 
luncheon-table, and he has nothing to say to the cat ! 
That neglected animal takes refuge on Lady Janet's 
lap. Lady Janet, with her eyes fixed expectantly on 
her nephew (determining to ' have it out with him' at 
the first opportunity), waits to hear what he has to say 
for himself. Julian has no alternative but to break the 
silence, and tell his story as he best may. 

' I got back from the Continent last night,' he 
began. ' And I come here, as I promised, to report 
myself on my return. How does your ladyship do ? 
How is Miss Eoseberry?' 

Lady Janet laid an indicative finger on the lace 
pelerine which ornamented the upper part of her dress. 
' Here is the old lady, well,' she answered — and pointed 
next to the room above them. ' And there,' she added, 
' is the young lady, ill. Is anything the matter with 
you, Julian ?' 

' Perhaps I am a little tired after my journey. 
Never mind me. Is Miss Roseberry still suffering from 
the shock ? ' 
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' What else should she be suffering from ? I will 
never forgive you, Julian, for bringing that crazy im- 
postor into my house.' 

' My dear aunt, when I was the innocent means of 
bringing her here I had no idea that such a person as 
Miss Roseberry was in existence. Nobody laments what 
has happened more sincerely than I do. Have you had 
medical advice ? ' 

'I took her to the seaside a week since, by medical 
advice.' 

' Has the change of air done her no good ? ' 

'None whatever. If anything, the change of air 
has made her worse. Sometimes she sits for hours 
together, as pale as death, without looking at anything, 
and without uttering a word. Sometimes she brightens 
up, and seems as if she was eager to say something — 
and then, Heaven only knows why, checks herself sud- 
denly as if she was afraid to speak. I could support 
that. But what cuts me to the heart, Julian, is that 
she does not appear to trust me and to love me as she 
did. She seems to be doubtful of me ; she seems to be 
frightened of me. If I did not know that it was simply 
impossible that such a thing could be, I should really 
think she suspected me of believing what that wretch 
said of her. In one word (and between ourselves), I 
begin to fear she will never get over the fright which 
caused that fainting fit. There is serious mischief some- 
where — and try as I may to discover it, it is mischief 
Devon d my finding.' 

4 Can the doctor do nothing ? ' 
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Lady Janet's bright black eyes answered, before 
she replied in words, with a look of supreme con- 
tempt. 

' The doctor !' she repeated disdainfully. ' I brought 
Grace back last night in sheer despair, and I sent for 
the doctor this morning. He is at the head of his pro- 
fession ; he is said to be making ten thousand a year — 
and he knows no more about it than I do. I am quite 
serious. The great physician has just gone away with 
two guineas in his pocket. One guinea for advising 
me to keep her quiet ; another guinea for telling me to 
trust to time. Do you wonder how he gets on at this 
rate ? My dear boy, they all get on in the same way. 
The medical profession thrives on two incurable diseases 
in these modern days — a He-disease and a She-disease. 
She-disease — nervous depression ; He-disease — ' sup- 
pressed gout. Remedies, one guinea if you go to the 
doctor ; two guineas if the doctor goes to you. I might 
have bought a new bonnet,' cried her ladyship indig- 
nantly, 'with the money I have given to that man! Let 
us change the subject. I lose my temper when I think 
of it. Besides, I want to know something. Why did 
you go abroad ? ' 

At that plain question Julian looked unaffectedly sur- 
prised. ' I wrote to explain,' he said. ' Have you not 
received my letter ? ' 

' Oh, I got your letter. It was long enough, in all 
conscience — and, long as it was, it didn't tell me the 
one thing I wanted to know.' 

' What is the " one thing ? " 

Lady Janet's reply pointed — not too palpably at first 
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— at that second motive for Julian's journey which she 
had suspected Julian of concealing from her. 

* I want to know,' she said, ' why you troubled your- 
self to make your enquiries on the Continent in person? 
You know where my old courier is to be found. You 
have yourself pronounced him to be the most intelligent 
and trustworthy of men. Answer me honestly — could 
you not have sent him in your place ? ' 

' I might have sent him,' Julian admitted — a little 
reluctantly. 

' You might have sent the courier — and you were 
under an engagement to stay here as my guest. Answer 
me horestly once more. Why did you go away ? ' 

Julian hesitated. Lady Janet paused for his reply, 
with the air of a woman who was prepared to wait (if 
necessary) for the rest of the afternoon. 

' I had a reason of my own for going,' Julian said at 
last. 

' Yes ? ' rejoined Lady Janet, prepared to wait (if 
necessary) till the next morning. 

' A reason,' Julian resumed, ' which I would rather 
not mention.' 

' Oh ! ' said Lady Janet. ' Another mystery — eh ? 
And another woman at the bottom of it, no doubt? 
Thank you — that will do — I am sufficiently answered. 
No wonder — as a clergyman — that you look a little 
confused. There is perhaps a certain grace, under the 
circumstances, in looking confused. We will change 
the subject again. You stay here, of course, now you 
have come back ? ' 

Once more the famous pulpit orator seemed to find 
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himself in the inconceivable predicament of not know- 
ing what to say. Once more Lady Janet looked re- 
signed to wait — (if necessary) until the middle of next 
week. 

Julian took refuge in an answer worthy of the most 
commonplace man on the face of the civilised earth. 

' I beg your ladyship to accept my thanks and my 
excuses,' he said, 

Lady Janet's many-ringed fingers, mechanically 
stroking the cat in her lap, began to stroke him the 
wrong way. Lady Janet's inexhaustible patience showed 
signs of failing her at last. 

' Mighty civil, I am sure,' she said. ' Make it com- 
plete. Say, Mr. Julian Gray presents bis compliments 
to Lady Janet Eoy, and regrets that a previous engage- 
ment — Julian ! ' exclaimed the old lady, suddenly push- 
ing the cat off her lap, and flinging her last pretence ot 
good temper to the winds — ' Julian, I am not to be 
trifled with ! There is but one explanation of your 
conduct — you are evidently avoiding my house. Is 
there somebody you dislike in it ? Is it me ? ' 

JuUan intimated by a gesture that his aunt's last 
question was absurd. (The much-injured cat elevated 
his back, waved his tail slowly, walked to the fireplace, 
and honoured the rug by taking a seat on it.) 

Lady Janet persisted. ' Is it Grace Eoseberry ? ' she 
asked next. 

Even Julian's patience began to show signs of yield- 
ing. His manner assumed a sudden decision, his voice 
rose a tone louder. 

' You insist on knowing ? ' he said. k It is Miss 
Roseberrj.' 
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' You don't like her ? ' cried Lady Janet, with a 
sudden burst of angry surprise. 

Julian broke out, on his side. ' If I see anymore of 
her,' he answered, the rare colour mounting suddenly in 
his cheeks, ' I shall be the unhappiest man living. If 
I see any more of her, I shall be false to my old friend 
who is to marry her. Keep us apart. If you have any 
regard for my peace of mind, keep us apart.' 

Unutterable amazement expressed itself in bis aunt's 
lifted hands. Ungovernable curiosity uttered itself in 
his aunt's next words. 

' You don't mean to tell me you are in love with 
Grace ? ' 

Julian sprang restlessly to his feet, and disturbed the 
cat at the fireplace. (The cat left the room.) 

' I don't know what to tell you,' he said, * I can't 
realise it to myself. No other woman has ever roused the 
feeling in me which this woman seems to have called to 
life in an instant. In the hope of forgetting her I broke 
my engagement here ; I purposely seized the opportu- 
nity of making those enquiries abroad. Quite useless, 
I think of her morning, noon, and night. I see her and 
hear her, at this moment, as plainly as I see and hear 
You. She has made herself a part of my-self. I don't 
understand my life without her. My power of will 
seems to be gone. I said to myself this morning, " I 
will write to my aunt ; I won't go back to Mablethorpe 
House." Here I am in Mablethorpe House, with a mean 
subterfuge to justify me to my own conscience. "I owe 
it to my aunt to call on my aunt." That is what I said 
to myself on the way here ; and I was secretly hoping 
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every step of the way that She would come into the 
room when I got here. I am hoping it now. And she 
is engaged to Horace Holmcroft — to my oldest friend, 
to my best friend ! Am I an infernal rascal ? or am I a 
weak fool ? God knows — I don't. Keep my secret, 
aunt. I am heartily ashamed of myself : I used to think 
I was made of better stuff than this. Don't say a 
word to Horace. I must, and will, conquer it. Let 
me go.' 

He snatched up his hat. Lady Janet, rising with 
the activity of a young woman, pursued him across the 
room, and stopped him at the door. 

' No,' answered the resolute old lady, ' I won't let 
you go. Come back with me.' 

As she said those words she noticed with a certain 
fond pride the brilliant colour mounting in his cheeks 
— the flashing brightness which lent an added lustre to 
his eyes. He had never, to her mind, looked so hand- 
some before. She took his arm, and led him to the 
chairs which they had just left. It was shocking, it 
was wrong (she mentally admitted), to look on Mercy, 
under the circumstances, with any other eye than the 
eye of a brother or a friend. In a clergyman (perhaps) 
doubly shocking, doubly wrong. But, with all her 
respect for the vested interests of Horace, Lady Janet 
could not blame Julian. Worse still, she was privately 
conscious that he had, somehow or other, risen, rather 
than fallen, in her estimation within the last minute 
or two. Who could deny that her adopted daughter 
was a charming creature ? Who could wonder if a man 
of refined tastes admired her ? Upon the whole, her 
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ladyship humanely decided that her nephew was rathei 
to be pitied than blamed. What daughter of Eve (no 
matter whether she was seventeen or seventy) coidd 
have honestly arrived at any other conclusion? Do 
what a man may — let him commit anything he likes, 
from an error to a crime — so long as there is a woman 
at the bottom of it, there is an inexhaustible fund of 
pardon for him in every other woman's heart. ' Sit 
down,' said Lady Janet, smiling in spite of herself; ' and 
don't talk in that horrible way again. A man, Julian — 
especially a famous man like you — ought to know how 
to control himself.' 

Julian burst out laughing bitterly. 

'Send upstairs for my self-control,' he said. 'It's 
in her possession — not in mine. Good morning, aunt.' 

He rose from his chair. Lady Janet instantly 
pushed him back into it. 

' I insist on your staying here,' she said, ' if it's only 
for a *=>w minutes longer. I have something to say to 
you.' 

' Does it refer to Miss Eoseberry ? ' 

'It refers to the hateful woman who frightened 
Miss Eoseberry. Now are you satisfied ? ' 

Julian bowed, and settled himself in his chair. 

' I don't much like to acknowledge it,' his aunt 
went on. ' But I want you to understand that I have 
something really serious to speak about, for once in a 
way. Julian ! that wretch not only frightens Grace — 
Bhe actually frightens Me.' 

' Frightens vou ? She is quite harmlesg, pooi 
thing.' 
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* " Poor thing ! ' repeated Lady Janet. * Did you 

" poor thing " ? ' 

€ Yes.' 

' Is it possible that you pity her ? ' 

' From the bottom of my heart.' 

The old lady's temper gave way again at that reply. 
I hate a man who can't hate anybody ! ' she burst out. 
' If you had been an ancient Eoman, Julian, I believe 
you would have pitied Nero himself.' 

Julian cordially agreed with her. 'I believe I 
should,' he said quietly. ' All sinners, my dear aunt, 
are more or less miserable sinners. Nero must have 
been one of the wretchedest of mankind.' 

' Wretched I ' exclaimed Lady Janet. ' Nero wretched ! 
A man who committed robbery, arson, and murder, to 
his own violin accompaniment — only wretched ! "What 
next, I wonder? When modern philanthropy begins 
to apologise for Nero, modern philanthropy has arrived 
at a pretty pass indeed ! We shall hear next that 
Bloody Queen Mary was as playful as a kitten ; and if 
poor dear Henry the Eighth carried anything to an 
extreme, it was the practice of the domestic virtues. 
Ah, how I hate cant ! What were we talking about 
just now? You wander from the subject, Julian ; you 
are what I call bird-witted. I protest I forget what 
I wanted to say to you. No, I won't be reminded of it. 
I may be an old woman, but I am not in my dotage 
yet ! Why do you sit there staring ? Have you no- 
fching to say for yourself? Of all the people in the 
World, have you lost the use of your tongue?' 

Julian's excellent temper and accurate knowledge of 
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his aunt's character exactly fitted him to calm the 
rising storm. He contrived to lead Lady Janet insen- 
sibly back to the lost subject, by dexterous reference 
to a narrative which he had thus far left untold — the 
narrative of his adventures on the Continent. 

' I have a great deal to say, aunt,' he replied. ' I 
have not yet told you of my discoveries abroad.' 

Lady Janet instantly took the bait. 

' I knew there was something forgotten,' she said. 
' You have been all this time in the house, and you 
have told me nothing. Begin directly.' 

Patient Julian began. 



CHAPTER THE FOURTEENTH. 

COMING EVENTS CAST THEIR SHADOWS BEFORE. 

' I went first to Mannheim, Lady Janet, as I told you I 
should in my letter ; and I heard all that the consul and 
the hospital doctors could tell me. No new fact of the 
slightest importance turned up. I got my directions 
for finding the German surgeon, and I set forth to try 
what I could make next of the man who had performed 
the operation. On the question of his patient's identity 
he had (as a perfect stranger to her) nothing to tell me. 
On the question of her mental condition, however, he 
made a very important statement. He owned to me 
that he had operated on another person injured by a 
shell-wound on the head, at the battle of Solferino 



Coming Events. 157 

and that the patient (recovering also in this case) re- 
covered — mad. That is a remarkable admission ; don't 
you think so ?' 

Lady Janet's temper had hardly been allowed time 
enough to subside to its customary level. 

' Very remarkable, I dare say,' she answered, ' to 
people who feel any doubt of this pitiable lady of yours 
being mad. I feel no doubt — and, thus far, I find your 
account of yourself, Julian, tiresome in the extreme. 
Get on to the end. Did you lay your hand on Mercy 
Merrick ? ' 

'No.' 

' Did you hear anything of her ?' 

'Nothing. Difficulties beset me on every side. 
The French ambulance had shared in the disasters of 
France — it was broken up. The wounded Frenchmen 
were prisoners, somewhere in Germany, nobody knew 
where. The French surgeon had been killed in action. 
His assistants were scattered — most likely in hiding. 
I began to despair of making any discovery, when 
accident threw in my way two Prussian soldiers who 
had been in the French cottage. They confirmed what 
the German surgeon told the consul, and what Horace 
himself told me, namely, that no nurse in a black dress 
was to be seen in the place. If there had been such a 
person, she would certainly (the Prussians informed me) 
have been found in attendance on the injured French- 
men. The cross of the Geneva Convention would have 
been amply sufficient to protect her : no woman wear- 
ing that badge of honour would have disgraced herself 
by abandoning the wounded men before the Germans 
entered the place.' 
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* In short,' interposed Lady Janet, ' there is no such 
person as Mercy Merrick ? ' 

'I can draw no other conclusion,' said Julian, 
unless the English doctor's idea is the right one. After 
hearing what I have just told you, he is satisfied that 
the woman herself is Mercy Merrick.' 

Lady Janet held up her hand, as a sign that she 
had an objection to make here. 

' You and the doctor seem to have settled every- 
thing to your entire satisfaction on both sides,' she 
said. ' But there is one difficulty that you have neither 
of you accounted for yet.' 

' What is it, aunt ? ' 

' You talk glibly enough, Julian, about this woman's 
mad assertion that Grace is the missing nurse, and that 
she is Grace. But you have not explained yet how the 
idea first got into her head ; and, more than that, how 
it is that she is acquainted with my name and address, 
and perfectly familiar with Grace's papers and Grace's 
affairs. These things are a puzzle to a person of my 
average intelligence. Can your clever friend, the 
doctor, account for them ? ' 

' Shall I tell you what he said when I saw him this 
morning ? ' 

'Will it take long?' 

' It will take about a minute.' 

* You agreeably surprise me. Go on.' 

' You want to know how she gained her knowledge 
of your name, and of Miss Roseberry's affairs,' Julian 
resumed. 'The doctor savs, in one of two ways. Either 
Miss Roseberry must have spoken of vou, and of hei 
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awn affairs, while she and the stranger were together 
in the French cofeUge ; or the stranger must have 
obtained access privately to Miss Eoseberry's papers. 
Do you agree so far ? ' 

Lady Janet began to feel interested for the first 
time. 

' Perfectly,' she said. ' I have no doubt Grace pro- 
duced a strong impression on her, in the first place. I 
dare say all sorts of inquisitive questions followed ; 
and Grace rashly talked of matters which an older and 
wiser person would have kept to herself.' 

' Very good. Do you also agree that the last idea 
in the woman's mind when she was struck by the shell 
might have been (quite probably) the idea of Miss Eose- 
berry's identity and Miss Eoseberry's affairs ? You think 
it likely enough ? Well! What happens after that? The 
wounded woman is brought to life by an operation, and 
she becomes delirious in the hospital at Mannheim. 
During her delirium the idea of Miss Eoseberry's identity 
ferments in her brain, and assumes its present perverted 
form. In that form it still remains. As a necessary 
consequence, she persists in reversing the two iden- 
tities. She says she is Miss Eoseberry, and declares 
Miss Eoseberry to be Mercy Merrick There is the 
doctor's view of the matter. As I think, it not only 
answers your question — it also explains the woman's angry 
repudiation of the name marked on her clothes (the 
name of Mercy Merrick) when she was received at the 
hospital. Do you agree with me ? ' 

I hardly know, Julian, whether I agree with you 
or not. Confusion of their own identity with the iden- 
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tity of others is common enough among mad people, 
I admit. Still, the doctor doesn't quite satisfy me. I 

think ' 

What Lady Janet thought was not destined to be ex- 
pressed. She suddenly checked herself, and held up hei 
hand for the second time. 

* Another objection ? ' enquired Julian. 

' Hold your tongue!' cried the old lady. ' If you sa^ 
a word more I shall lose it again.' 

' Lose what, aunt ? ' 

' What I wanted to say to you, ages ago. I have 
got it back again — it begins with a question. (No more 
of the doctor ! I have had enough of him !) Where is 
she — your pitiable lady, my crazy wretch — where is she 
now ? Still in London ? ' 

' Yes.' 

' And still at large ? ' 

' Still with the landlady, at her lodgings.' 

'Very well. Now, answer me this. What is to 
prevent her from making another attempt to force her 
way (or steal her way) into my house ? How am I to 
protect Grace, how am I to protect myself, if she comes 
here again ? ' 

'Is that really what you wished to speak to me 
about ? ' 

* That, and nothing else.' 

They were both too deeply interested in the subject 
of their conversation to look towards the conservatory, 
and to notice the appearance at that moment of a 
distant gentleman among the plants and flowers 5 who 
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had made his way in from the garden outside. Advan- 
cing noiselessly on the soft Indian matting, the gentle- 
man ere long revealed himself under the form and 
features of Horace Holmcroft. Before entering the 
dining-room, he paused, fixing his eyes inquisitively on 
the back of Lady Janet's visitor — the back being all 
that he could see in the position he then occupied 
After a pause of an instant, the visitor spoke, and 
further uncertainty was at once at an end. Horace, 
nevertheless, made no movement to enter the room. 
He had his own jealous distrust of what Julian might 
be tempted to confess privately to Lady Janet ; and he 
waited a little longer, on the chance that his doubts 
might be verified. 

'Neither you nor Miss Eoseberry need any pro-* 
tection from the poor deluded creature,' Julian went on. 
' I have gained great influence over her, and I have 
satisfied her that it is useless to present herself here 
again.' 

* I beg your pardon,' interposed Horace, speaking 
from the conservatory door. * You have done nothing 
of the sort.' 

(He had heard enough to satisfy him that the talk 
was not taking the direction which his suspicions had 
anticipated. And as an additional incentive to show 
himself, a happy chance had now offered him the oppor- 
tunity of putting Julian in the wrong. ) 

'Good heavens, Horace!' exclaimed Lady Janet, 
' where do you come from ? And what do you mean ?' 

* I heard at the lodge that your ladyship and Grace 
had returned last night. And I came in at once, with- 

M 
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out troubling the servants, by the shortest way.' He 
turned to Julian next. ' The woman you were speak- 
ing of just, now,' he proceeded, ' has been here again 
already— in Lady Janet's absence.' 

Lady Janet immediately looked at her nephew. 
Julian reassured her by a gesture. 

'Impossible,' he said. 'There must be some 
mistake.' 

' There is no mistake,' Horace rejoined. ' I am re- 
peating what I have just heard from the lodge-keeper 
himself. He hesitated to mention it to Lady Janet for 
fear of alarming her. Only three days since, this person 
had the audacity to ask him for her ladyship's address 
at the seaside. Of course he refused to give it.' 

' You hear that, Julian ?' said Lady Janet. 

No signs of anger or mortification escaped Julian 
The expression in his face at that moment was an ex- 
pression of sincere distress. 

' Pray don't alarm yourself,' he said to his aunt, in 
his quietest tones. ' If she attempts to annoy you or 
Miss Roseberry again, I have it in my power to stop 
her instantly.' 

' How ? ' asked Lady Janet. 

' How, indeed ! ' echoed Horace. ' If we give her in 
charge to the police we shall become the subject of a 
public scandal.' 

' I have managed to avoid all danger of scandal,' 
Julian answered, the expression of distress in his face 
becoming more and more marked while he spoke. ' Be- 
fore I called here to-day I had a private consultation 
with the magistrate of the district, and I have made 
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certain arrangements at the police-station close by. On 
receipt of my card, an experienced man, in plain clothes, 
will present himself at any address that I indicate, and 
will take her quietly away. The magistrate will hear 
the charge in his private room, and will examine the 
evidence which I can produce, showing that she is not 
accountable for her actions. The proper medical officer 
will report officially on the case, and the law will place 
her under the necessary restraint.' 

Lady Janet and Horace looked at each other in 
amazement. Julian was, in their opinion, the last man 
on earth to take the course — at once sensible and severe 
— which Julian had actually adopted. Lady Janet 
insisted on an explanation. 

' Why do I hear of this now for the first time ? ' she 
asked. ' Why did you not tell me you had taken these 
precautions before ? ' 

Julian answered frankly and sadly. 

'Because I hoped, aunt, that there would be no 
necessity for proceeding to extremities. You now force 
me to acknowledge that the lawyer and the doctor (both 
of whom I have seen this morning) think, as you do, 
that she is not to be trusted. It was at their suggestion 
entirely that I went to the magistrate. They put it to 
me whether the result of my enquiries abroad — unsatis- 
factory as it may have been in other respects — did not 
strengthen the conclusion that the poor woman's mind 
is deranged. I felt compelled in common honesty to 
admit that it was so. Having owned this, I was bound 
to take such precautions as the lawyer and the doctor 
thought necessary. I have done my duty — sorely 

m 2 
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against my own will. It is weak of me, I daresay — 
but I can not bear the thought of treating this afflicted 
creature harshly. Her delusion is so hopeless! her 
situation is such a pitiable one ! ' 

Fis voice faltered. He turned away abruptly and 
took up his hat. Lady Janet followed him, and spoke 
to him at the door. Horace smiled satirically, and 
went to warm himself at the fire. 

' Are you going away, Julian ? ' 

' I am only going to the lodge-keeper. I want to 
give him a word of warning in case of his seeing her 
again.' 

' You will come back here ? ' (Lady Janet lowered 
her voice to a whisper.) 'There is really a reason, 
Julian, for you not leaving the house now.' 

'I promise not to go away, aunt, until I have 
provided for your security. If you, or your adopted 
daughter, are alarmed by another intrusion, I give you 
my word of honour my card shall go to the police- 
station — however painfully I may feel it myself.' (He, 
too, lowered his voice at the next words.) 'In the 
meantime, remember what I confessed to you while 
we were alone ! For my sake, let me see as little of 
Miss Eoseberry as possible. Shall I find you in this 
room when I come back ? ' 

' Yes.' 

' Alone ? ' 

He laid a strong emphasis, of look as well as of 
tone, on that one word. Lady Janet understood what 
the emphasis meant. 

' Are you really,' she whispered, ' as much in love 
vrith Grace as that ? ' 
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Julian laid one hand on his aunt's arm, and pointed 
with the other to Horace — standing with his back to 
them, warming his feet on the fender. 

* Well ? ' said Lady Janet. 

' Well,' said Julian, with a smile on his lip and a 
tear in his eye, *I never envied any man as I envy 
him ! ' 

With those words he left the room. 



CHAPTER THE FIFTEENTH. 

a woman's remorse. 

Having warmed his feet to his own entire satisfaction, 
Horace turned round from the fireplace, and discovered 
that he and Lady Janet were alone. 

* Can I see Grace ? ' he asked. 

The easy tone in which he put the question — a 
tone, as it were, of proprietorship in ' Grace ' — jarred 
on Lady Janet at the moment. For the first time 
in her life she found herself comparing Horace with 
Julian to Horace's disadvantage. He was rich ; he 
was a gentleman of ancient lineage ; he bore an un- 
blemished character. But who had the strong brain ? 
who had the great heart? Which was the Man of 
the two ? 

' Nobody can see her,' answered Lady Janet. ' Not 
even you ! ' 

The tone of the reply was sharp — with a dash of 



1 66 The New Magdalen. 



irony in it. But where is the modern young man — 
possessed of health and an independent income — who 
is capable of understanding that irony can be pre- 
sumptuous enough to address itself to him? Horace 
(with perfect politeness) declined to consider himself 
answered. 

' Does your ladyship mean that Miss Eoseberry is 
in bed ? ' he asked. 

' I mean that Miss Eoseberry is in her room. I 
mean that I have twice tried to persuade Miss Eose- 
berry to dress and come downstairs — and tried in vain. 
I mean that what Miss Eoseberry refuses to do for Me, 
she is not likely to do for You ' 

How many more meanings of her own Lady Janet 
might have gone on enumerating, it is not easy to cal- 
culate. At her third sentence, a sound in the library 
caught her ear through the incompletely-closed door, and 
suspended the next words on her lips. Horace heard 
it also. It was the rustling sound (travelling nearer 
and nearer over the library carpet) of a silken dress. 

In the interval while a coming event remains in a 
state of uncertainty, what is it the inevitable tendency 
of every Englishman under thirty to do ? His inevit- 
able tendency is to ask somebody to bet on the event. 
He can no more resist it than he can resist lifting his 
stick or his umbrella, in the absence of a gun, and 
pretending to shoot if a bird flies by him while he is 
out for a walk.) 

'What will your ladyship bet that this is not 
Grace ? ' cried Horace. 

Her ladyship took no notice of the proposal ; her 
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attention remained fixed on the library door. The 
rustling sound stopped for a moment. The door was 
softly pushed open. The false Grace Eoseberry entered 
the room. 

Horace advanced to meet her, opened his lips to 
speak, and stopped — struck dumb by the change in his 
affianced wife since he had seen her last. Some terrible 
appression seemed to have crushed her. It was as if 
»he had actually shrunk in height as well as in sub- 
stance. She walked more slowly than usual ; she 
spoke more rarely than usual, and in a lower tone. To 
those who had seen her before the fatal visit of the 
stranger from Mannheim, it was the wreck of the 
voman that now appeared, instead of the woman her- 
self. And yet, there was the old charm still surviving 
through it all ; the grandeur of the head and eyes, the 
delicate symmetry of the features, the unsought grace 
of every movement — in a word, the unconquerable 
beauty which suffering cannot destroy, and which time 
itself is powerless to wear out. 

Lady Janet advanced, and took her with hearty 
kindness by both hands. 

* My dear child, welcome among us again ! You 
have come downstairs to please me ? ' 

She bent her head in silent acknowledgment that 
it was so. Lady Janet pointed to Horace : ' Here is 
somebody who has been longing to see you, Grace.' 

She never looked up ; she stood submissive, her 
eyes fixed on a little basket of coloured wools which 
hung on her arm. ' Thank you, Lady Janet,' she said, 
faintly. ' Thank yoiu Horace ' 
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Horace placed her arm in his, and led her to the 
so fa. She shivered as she took her seat, and looked 
round her. It was the first time she had seen the 
dining-room since the day when she had found herself 
face to face with the dead-alive. 

' "Why do you come here, my love ? ' asked Lady 
Janet. ' The drawing-room would have been a warmer 
and a pleasanter place for you.' 

' I saw a carnage at the front door. I was afraid of 
meeting with visitors in the drawing-room.' 

As she made that reply, the servant came in, and 
announced the visitors' names. Lady Janet sighed 
wearily. ' I must go and get rid of them,' she said, 
resigning herself to circumstances. 'What will yon 
do. Grace ? ' 

' I will stay here, if you please.' 

* I will keep her company,' added Horace. 

Lady Janet hesitated. She had promised to see hei 
nephew in the dining-room on his return to the house 
— and to see him alone. Would there be time enough 
to get rid of the visitors, and to establish her adopted 
daughter in the empty drawing-room, before Julian 
appeared ? It was a ten minutes' walk to the lodge, and 
he had to make the gatekeeper understand his instruc- 
tions. Lady Janet decided that she had time enough 
at her disposal. She nodded kindly to Mercy, and left 
her alone with her lover. 

Horace seated himself in the vacant place on the 
sofa. So far as it was in his nature to devote himself 
to anyone, he was devoted to Mercy. ' I am grieved 
to see how you have suffered,' he said, with honest 
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distress in his face as he looked at her. ' Try to forget 
what has happened.' 

* I am trying to forget. Do you think of it much ? ' 

' My darling, it is too contemptible to be thought of.' 

She placed her work-basket on her lap. Her wasted 
fingers began absently sorting the wools inside. 

' Have you seen Mr. Julian Gray ? ' she asked 
suddenly. 

'Yes.' 

' What does he say about it ?' She looked &x Horace 
for the first time, steadily scrutinising his face. Horace 
took refuge in prevarication. 

'I really haven't asked for Julian's opinion,' he 
said. 

' She looked down again, with a sigh, at the basket 
on her lap — considered a little — and tried him once 
more. 

' Why has Mr. Julian Gray not been here for a 
whole week ? ' she went on. ' The servants say he has 
been abroad. Is that true ? ' 

It was useless to deny it. Horace admitted that the 
servants were right. 

Her fingers suddenly stopped at their restless work 
among the wools: her breath quickened perceptibly. 
What had Julian Gray been doing abroad ? Had he 
been making enquiries ? Did he alone, of all the 
people who saw that terrible meeting, suspect her ? 
Yes ! His was the finer intelligence ; his was a clergy- 
man's (a London clergyman's) experience of frauds and 
deceptions, and of the women who were guilty of them. 
Not a doubt of it now ! Julian suspected her 
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' When does he come back ? : she asked, in tones so 
Low that Horace could barely hear her. 

' He has come back already He returned last night.' 

A faint shade of colour stole slowly over the pallor 
of her face. She suddenly put her basket away, and 
clasped her hands together to quiet the trembling of 
them, before she asked her next question. 

' Where is ' She paused to steady her voice. 

' Where is the person,' she resumed, ' who came here 
and frightened me ? ' 

Horace hastened to reassure her. ' The person will 
not come again,' he said. ' Don't talk of her ! Don't 
think of her ! ' 

She shook her head. ' There is something I want 
to know,' she persisted. ' How did Mr. Julian Gray 
become acquainted with her ? ' 

This was easily answered. Horace mentioned the 
consul at Mannheim, and the letter of introduction. 
She listened eagerly, and said her next words in a 
louder, firmer tone. 

' She was quite a stranger, then, to Mr. Julian Gray 
■ —before that ? ' 

' Quite a stranger,' Horace replied. ' No more 
questions — not another word about her, Grace ! I 
forbid the subject. Come, my own love!' he said, 
taking her hand, and bending over her tenderly, ' rally 
vour spirits ! We are young — we love each other — 
now is our time to be happy ! ' 

Her hand turned suddenly cold, and trembled in 
his. Her head sank with a helpless weariness on her 
breast. Horace rose in alarm. 
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* You are cold — you are faint,' he said. ' Let me 
get you a glass of wine ! — let me mend the fire ! ' 

The decanters were still on the luncheon-table. 
Horace insisted on her drinking some port wine. She 
barely took half the contents of the wine-glass. Even 
that little told on her sensitive organisation ; it roused 
her sinking energies of body and mind. After watch- 
ing her anxiously, without attracting her notice, Horace 
left her again to attend to the fire at the other end of 
the room. Her eyes followed him slowly with a hard 
and tearless despair. ' Eally your spirits,' she repeated 
to herself in a whisper. ' My spirits ! Oh, God ! ' 
She looked round her at the luxury and beauty of the 
room, as those look who take their leave of famiiiar 
scenes. The moment after, her eyes sank, and rested 
on the rich dress that she wore — a gift from Lady 
Janet. She thought of the past ; she thought of the 
future. Was the time near when she would be back 
again in the Eefuge, or back again in the streets ? — 
she who had been Lady Janet's adopted daughter, and 
Horace Holmcroft's betrothed wife ! A sudden frenzy 
of recklessne&s seized on her as she thought of the 
coming end. Horace was right ! Why not rally her 
spirits ? Why not make the most of her time ? The 
last hours of her life in that house were at hand. 
Why not enjoy her stolen position while she could? 
' Adventuress ! ' whispered the mocking spirit within 
her, ' be true to your character. Away with your 
remorse ! Kemorse is the luxury of an honest woman. 
She caught up her basket of wools, inspired by a new 
idea. ' Ring the bell ! ' she cried out to Horace at the 
fireplace. 
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He looked round in wonder. The sound of he» 
voice was so completely altered that he almost fancied 
there must have been another woman in the room. 

* King the bell ! ' she repeated. * I have left my 
work upstairs. If you want me to be in good spirits, I 
must have my work.' 

Still looking at her, Horace put his hand mecha- 
nically to the bell and rang. One of the men-servants 
came in. 

' Go upstairs, and ask my maid for my work,' she 
said sharply. Even the man was taken by surprise ; 
it was her habit to speak to the servants with a gentle- 
ness and consideration which had long since won all 
their hearts. 'Do you hear me?' she asked impa- 
tiently. The servant bowed, and went out on his 
errand. She turned to Horace with flashing eyes and 
fevered cheeks. 

' What a comfort it is,' she said, ' to belong to the 
upper classes ! A poor woman has no maid to dress 
her, and no footman to send upstairs. Is life worth 
having, Horace, on less than five thousand a year?' 

The servant returned with a strip of embroidery. 
She took it with an insolent grace, and told him to 
bring her a footstool. The man obeyed. She tossed 
the embroidery away from her on the sofa. ' On second 
thoughts I don't care about my work,' she said. ' Take 
it upstairs again.' The perfectly-trained servant, mar- 
velling privately, obeyed once more. Horace, in silent 
astonishment, advanced to the sofa to observe her more 
nearly. 'How grave you look!' she exclaimed, with 
an air of flippant unconcern. ' You don't approve of 
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my sitting idle, perhaps ? Anytning to please you I 1 
haven't got to go up and down stairs. King the bell 
again.' 

' My dear Grace,' Horace remonstrated gravely 
' you are quite mistaken. I never even thought of 
your work.' 

' Never mind ; it's inconsistent to send for my work, 
and then send it away again. King the bell.' 

Horace looked at her, without moving. * Grace I 
he said, ' what has come to you ? ' 

'How should I know?' she retorted carelessly. 
' Didn't you tell me to rally my spirits ? Will you ring 
the bell ? or must I ? ' 

Horace submitted. He frowned as he walked back 
to the bell. He was one of the many people who in- 
stinctively resent anything that is new to them. This 
Btrange outbreak was quite new to him. For the first 
time in his life he felt sympathy for a servant, when 
the much-enduring man appeared once more. 

' Bring my work back ; I have changed my mind.' 
With that brief explanation she reclined luxuriously 
on the soft sofa cushions ; swinging one of her balls of 
wool to and fro above her head, and looking at it lazily 
as she lay back. ' I have a remark to make, Horace,' 
she went on, when the door had closed on her mes- 
senger. ' It is only people in our rank of life who get 
good servants. Did you notice ? Nothing upsets that 
man's temper. A servant in a poor family would have 
been impudent; a maid-of-all-work would have won- 
dered when I was going to know my own mind.' The 
man returned with the embroidery. This time shr 
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received him graciously ; she dismissed him with her 
thanks. ' Have you seen your mother lately, Horace ? 
she asked, suddenly sitting up and busying herself with 
her work. 

' I saw ber yesterday,' Horace answered. 

'She understands, I hope, that I am not well 
enough to call on her ? She is not offended with me ?' 

Horace recovered his serenity. The deference to 
bis mother implied in Mercy's questions gently flattered 
his self-esteem. He resumed his place on the sofa. 

' Offended with you ! ' he answered, smiling. ' My 
dear Grace, she sends you her love. And, more than 
that, she has a wedding-present for you.' 

Mercy became absorbed in her work; she stooped 
close over the embroidery — so close that Horace could 
not see her face. ' Do you know what the present is?' 
she asked in lower tones ; speaking absently.- 

' No. I only know it is waiting for you. Shall I 
go and get it to-day ? ' 

She neither accepted nor refused the proposal — she 
went on with her work more industriously than ever. 

' There is plenty of time,' Horace persisted. * I can 
go before dinner.' 

Still she took no notice : still she never looked up 
' Your mother is very kind to me,' she said, abruptly. 
' I was afraid at one time that she would think me 
hardly good enough to be your wife.' 

Horace laughed indulgently : his self-esteem was 
more gently flattered than ever 

' Absurd ! ' he exclaimed. ' My darling, you are 
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connected with Lady Janet Koy. Your family w 
almost as good as ours.' 

' Almost ? ' she repeated. ' Only almost ? ' 

The momentary levity of expression vanished from 
Horace's face. The family-question was far too serious 
a question to be lightly treated. A becoming shadow 
of solemnity stole over his manner. He looked as if it 
was Sunday, and he was just stepping into church. 

' In our family,' he said, ' we trace back — by my 
father, to the Saxons : by my mother, to the Normans. 
Lady Janet's family is an old family — on her side only.' 

Mercy dropped her embroidery, and looked Horace 
full in the face. She, too, attached no common im- 
portance to what she had next to say. 

' If I had not been connected with Lady Janet,' she 
began, ' would you ever have thought of marrying me ? ' 

' My love ! what is the use of asking ? You are 
connected with Lady Janet.' 

She refused to let him escape answering her in that 
way. 

' Suppose I had not been connected with Lady 
Janet,' she persisted, 'suppose I had only been a good 
girl, with nothing but my own merits to speak for me. 
What would your mother have said, then ? ' 

Horace still parried the question — only to find the 
point of it pressed home on him once more. 

' Why do you ask ? ' he said. 

' I ask to be answered,' she rejoined. ' Would your 
mother have liked you to marry a poor girl, of no 
family — with nothing but her own virtues to speak for 
her?' 
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Horace was fairly pressed back to the wall. 

' If you must know,' he replied, ' my mother would 
have refused to sanction such a marriage as that.' 

' No matter how good the girl might have been ? ' 

There was something defiant — almost threatening 
—in her tone. Horace was annoyed, and he showed it 
when he spoke. 

' My mother would have respected the girl, without 
ceasing to respect herself,' he said. ' My mother would 
have remembered what was due to the family name.' 

* And she would have said, No ? ' 

' She would have said, No.' 

'Ah!' 

There was an undertone of angry contempt in the 
exclamation which made Horace start. ' What is the 
matter ? ' he asked. 

' Nothing,' she answered, and took up her embroi 
dery again. There he sat at her side, anxiously looking 
at her — his hope in the future centred in his marriage! 
In a week more, if she chose, she might enter that 
ancient family of which he had spoken so proudly, as 
his wife. ' Oh ! ' she thought, ' if I didn't love him ! 
if I had only his merciless mother to think of ! ' 

Uneasily conscious of some estrangement between 
them, Horace spoke again. ' Surely I have not offended 
you ? ' he said. 

She turned towards him once more. The work 
dropped unheeded on her lap. Her grand eyes soft- 
ened into tenderness. A smile trembled sadly on her 
delicate, lips. She laid one hand caressingly on his 
shoulder. All the beauty of her voice lent its charm 
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to the next words that she said to him. The woman's 
heart hungered in its misery for the comfort that could 
only come from his lips. 

' You would have loved me, Horace — without stop- 
ping to think of the family name ? ' 

The family name again ! How strangely she per 
sisted in coming back to that ! Horace looked at her 
without answering ; trying vainly to fathom what was 
pass: ug in her mind. 

She took his hand, and wrung it hard — as if she 
would taring the answer out of him in that way. 

' You, would have loved me ? ' she repeated. 

The double spell of her voice and her touch was 
on him. He answered warmly, ' Under any circum- 
stances ! under any name ! ' 

She put one arm round his neck, and fixed her eyes 
on his. ' Is that true ? ' she asked. 

' True as the heaven above us ! ' 

She drank in those few commonplace words with a 
greedy delight. She forced him to repeat them in a 
new form. 

' No matter who I might have been ? For myself 
alone ? ' 

' For yourself alone.' 

She threw both arms round him, and laid her head 
passionately on his breast. ' I love you ! I love you ! ! 
I love you ! ! ! ' Her voice rose with hysterical vehe- 
mence at each repetition of the words — then suddenly 
sank to a low wailing cry of rage and despair. The 
sense of her true position towards him revealed itself 
in all its horror as the confession of her love escaped hex 

5 
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lips. Her arms dropped from him ; she flung herself 
back on the sofa cushions, hiding her face in her hands. 
' Oh, leave me ! ' she moaned faintly, ' Go ! go ! ' 

Horace tried to wind his arm round her, and raiso 
her. She started to her feet, and waved him back from 
her with a wild action of her hands, as if she was 
frightened of him. ' The wedding present ! ' she cried, 
seizing the first pretext that occurred to her. ' You 
offered to bring me your mother's present. I am dying 
to see what it is. Go, and get it ! ' 

Horace tried to compose her. He might as well 
have tried to compose the winds and the sea. 

' Go ! ' she repeated, pressing one clenched hand on 
her bosom. 'lam not well. Talking excites me — I 
am hysterical ; I shall be better alone. Get me the 
present. Go ! ' 

' Shall I send Lady Janet ? Shall I ring for your 
maid ? ' 

' Send for nobody ! ring for Nobody ! If you love 
rae — leave me here by myself I leave me instantly ! ' 

' I shall see you when I come back ? ' 

« Yes I yes ! ' 

There was no alternative but to obey her. Unwil- 
lingly and forebodingly Horace left the room. 

She drew a deep breath of relief, and dropped into 
the nearest chair. If Horace had stayed a moment 
longer — she felt it, she knew it — her head would have 
given way ; she would have burst out before him with 
the terrible truth. ' Oh ! ' she thought, pressing her 
cold hands on her burning eyes, « if I could only cry, 
qow there is nobody to see me I' 
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The room was empty, she had every reason for con- 
cluding that she was alone. And yet, at that very 
moment, there were ears that listened, there were eyes 
waiting to see her. 

Little by little the door behind her which faced the 
library and led into the billiard-room was opened noise- 
lessly from without, by an inch at a time. As the 
opening was enlarged, a hand in a black glove, an arm in 
a black sleeve, appeared, guiding the movement of the 
door. An interval of a moment passed, and the worn 
white face of Grace Koseberry showed itself stealthily, 
looking into the dining-room. 

Her eyes brightened with vindictive pleasure as 
they discovered Mercy sitting alone at the farther end 
of the room. Inch by inch she opened the door more 
widely, took one step forward, and checked herself. A 
sound, just audible at the far end of the conservatory, 
had caught her ear. 

She listened — satisfied herself that she was not 
mistaken — and, drawing back with a frown of dis- 
pleasure, softly closed the door again, so as to hide 
herself from view. The sound that had disturbed her 
was the distant murmur of men's voices (apparently 
two in number) talking together in lowered tones, at 
the garden entrance to the conservatory. 

Who were the men ? and what would they do next ? 
They might do one of two things : thay might enter 
the drawing-room, or they might withdraw again by 
way of the garden. Kneeling behind the door, with 
her ear at the keyhole, Grace Eoseberry waited the 
event. 

V 2 
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CHAPTER THE SIXTEENTH. 

THEY MEET AGAIN. 

Absorbed in herself, Mercy failed to notice the opening 
door or to hear the murmur of voices in the con- 
servatory. 

The one terrible necessity which had been present 
to her mind sf intervals for a week past was con- 
fronting her at fhat moment. She owed to Grrace 
Roseberry the tardy justice of owning the truth. The 
longer her confession was delayed, the more cruelly she 
was injuring the woman whom she had robbed of her 
identity — the friendless woman who had neither wit- 
nesses nor papers to produce, who was powerless to 
right her own wrong. Keenly as she felt this, Mercy 
failed nevertheless to conquer the horror that shook 
her when she thought of the impending avowal. Day 
followed day, and still she shrank from the unendur- 
able ordeal of confession — as she was shrinking from 
it now ! 

Was it fear for herself that closed her lips ? 

She trembled — as any human being in her place 
must have trembled — at the bare idea of finding herself 
thrown back again on the world, which had no place 
in it and no hope in it for her. But she could have 
overcome that terror — she could have resigned herself 
to that doom. 

No ' it was not the fear of the confession itself, or 
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the fear of the consequences which must follow it, that 
still held her silent. The horror that daunted her was 
the horror of owning to Horace and to Lady Janet that 
she had cheated them out of their love. 

Every day, Lady Janet was kinder and kinder. 
Every day, Horace was fonder and fonder of her. How 
could she confess to Lady Janet ? how could she own to 
Horace that she had imposed upon him ? ' I can't 
do it. They are so good to me — I can't do it ! ' In 
that hopeless way it had ended during the seven days 
that had gone by. In that hopeless way it ended 
again now. 

The murmur of the two voices at the fori ^ler end 
of the conservatory ceased. The billiard-room door 
opened again slowly by an inch at a time. 

Mercy still kept her place, unconscious of the events 
that were passing round her. Sinking under the hard 
stress laid on it. her mind had drifted little by little 
into a new train of thought. For the first time, she 
found the courage to question the future in a new way. 
Supposing her confession to have been made, or sup- 
posing the woman whom she had personated to have 
discovered the means of exposing the fraud, what 
advantage, she now asked herself, would Miss Eoseberry 
derive from Mercy Merrick's disgrace ? 

Could Lady Janet transfer to the woman who was 
really her relative by marriage the affection which she 
had given to the woman who had pretended to be her 
relative ? No ! All the right in the world would not 
put the true Grace into the false Grace's vacant placa 
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The qualities by which Mercy had won Lady Janet'fc 
love were the qualities which were Mercy's own. Lady 
Janet could do rigid justice — but hers was not the 
heart to give itself to a stranger (and to give itself 
unreservedly) a second time. Grace Koseberry would 
be formally acknowledged — and there it would end. 

Was there hope in this new view r 

Yes ! There was the false hope of making the 
inevitable atonement by some other means than by the 
confession of the fraud. 

What had Grace Eoseberry actually lost by the 
wrong done to her ? She had lost the salary of Lady 
Janet's ' companion and reader.' Say that she wanted 
money, Mercy had her savings from the generous allow- 
ance made to her by Lady Janet ; Mercy could offer 
money. Or say that she wanted employment, Mercy's 
interest with Lady Janet could offer employment, could 
offer anything Grace might ask for, if she would only 
come to terms. 

Invigorated by the new hope, Mercy rose excitedly, 
weary of inaction in the empty room. She, who but a 
few minutes since had shuddered at the thought of their 
meeting again, was now eager to devise a means of 
finding her way privately to an interview with Grace. 
It should be done without loss of time — on that very 
day, if possible ; by the next day at latest. She looked 
round her mechanically, pondering how to reach the 
end in view. Her eyes rested by chance on the door of 
./he billiard-room. 

Was it fancy ? or did she really see the door first 
open a little — then suddenly and softly close again ? 
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Was it fancy ? or did she really hear, at the same 
moment, a sound behind her as of persons speaking in 
the conservatory ? 

She paused, and, looking back in that direction, 
listened intently. The sound — if she had really heard 
it — was no longer audible. She advanced towards the 
billiard-room, to set her first doubt at rest. She 
stretched out her hand to open the door — when the 
voices (recognisable now as the voices of two men) 
caught her ear once more. 

This time she was able to distinguish the words that 
were spoken. 

* Any further orders, sir ? ' enquired one of the 
men. 

' Nothing more,' replied the other. 

Mercy started, and faintly flushed, as the second 
voice answered the first. She stood irresolute, close to 
the billiard-room, hesitating what to do next. 

After an interval, the second voice made itself heard 
again, advancing nearer to the dining-room : ' Are you 
there, aunt?' it asked, cautiously. There was a 
moment's pause. Then the voice spoke for the third 
time, sounding louder and nearer. ' Are you there ? ' it 
reiterated ; ' I have something to tell you.' Mercy 
summoned her resolution, and answered, ' Lady Janet 
is not here.' She turned, as she spoke, towards the 
conservatory door, and confronted on the threshold 
Julian Gray. 

They looked at one another without exchanging a 
word on either side. The situation — for widely different 
reasons — was equally embarrassing to both of them. 
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There — as Julian saw her— was the woman forbidden 
to him, the woman whom he loved. 

There — as Mercy saw him — was the man whom she 
dreaded ; the man whose actions (as she interpreted 
them) proved that he suspected her. 

On the surface of it, the incidents which had 
marked their first meeting were now exactly repeated, 
with the one difference, that the impulse to withdraw 
this time appeared to be on the man's side, and not 
on the woman's. It was Mercy who spoke first. 

'Did you expect to find Lady Janet here?' she 
asked, constrainedly. 

He answered, on his part, more constrainedly still. 

' It doesn't matter,' he said. ' Another time will 
do.' 

He drew back as he made the reply. She advanced 
desperately, with the deliberate intention of detaining 
him by speaking again. 

The attempt which he had made to withdraw, the 
constraint in his manner when he had answered, had 
instantly confirmed her in the false conviction that he, 
and he alone, had guessed the truth ! If she was right 
— if he had secretly made discoveries abroad which 
placed her entirely at his mercy — the attempt cc in- 
duce Grace to consent to a compromise with her would 
be manifestly useless. Her first and foremost interest 
now was to find out how she really stood in the estima- 
tion of Julian Gray. In a terror of suspense that 
turned her cold from head to foot, she stopped him on 
his way out, and spoke to him with the piteous counter- 
feit of a smile 
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' Lady Janet is receiving some visitors,' she said. 
1 If you will wait here, she will be back directly.' 

The effort of hiding her agitation from him had 
brought a passing colour into her cheeks. Worn and 
wasted as she was, the spell of her beauty was strong 
enough to hold him against his own will. All he had 
to teH Lady Janet was that he had met one of the 
gardeners in the conservatory, and had cautioned him as 
well as the lodge-keeper. It would have been easy to 
write this, and to send the note to his aunt on quitting 
the house. For the sake of his own peace of mind, 
for the sake of his duty to Horace, he was doubly bound 
to make the first polite excuse that occurred to him, 
and to leave Mercy as he had found her, alone in the 
room. He made the attempt, and hesitated. Despising 
himself for doing it, he allowed himself to look at her. 
Their eyes met. Julian stepped into the dining-room. 

' If I am not in the way,' he said, confusedly, ' I 
will wait, as you kindly propose.' 

She noticed his embarrassment ; she saw that he was 
strongly restraining himself from looking at her again. 
Her own eyes dropped to the ground as she made the 
discovery. Her speech failed her ; her heart throbbed 
faster and faster. 

' If I look at him again ' (was the thought in her 
mind) ' I shall fall at his feet and tell him all that I 
have done ! ' 

' If I look at her again ' (was the thought in his 
mind) ' I shall fall at her feet and own that I am in 
love with her I ' 

With downcast eyes he placed a chair for her. 
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With downcast eyes she bowed to him and took it. A 
dead silence followed. Never was any human misun- 
derstanding more intricately complete than the misun- 
derstanding which had now established itself between 
these two ! 

Mercy's work-basket was near her. She took it, 
and gained time for composing herself by pretending 
to arrange the coloured wools. He stood behind her 
chair, looking at the graceful turn of her head, looking 
at the rich masses of her hair. He reviled himself as 
the weakest of men, as the falsest of friends, for still 
remaining near her — and yet he remained. 

The silence continued. The billiard-room door 
opened again noiselessly. The face of the listening 
woman appeared stealthily behind it. 

At the same moment Mercy roused herself and 
spoke : ' Won't you sit down ? ' she said, softly ; still 
not looking round at him ; still busy with her basket 
of wools. 

He turned to get a chair — turned so quickly that 
he saw the billiard-room door move, as Grace Eoseberry 
closed it again. 

' Is there anyone in that room ? ' he asked, address- 
ing Mercy. 

' I don't know,' she answered. ' I thought I saw 
the door open and shut again a little while ago.' 

He advanced at once to look into the room. As he 
did so, Mercy dropped one of her balls of wool. He 
stopped to pick it up for her — then threw open the 
door and looked into the billiaid-room. It was empty. 

Had some person been listening, and had that 
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person retreated in time to escape discovery? The 
open door of the smoking-room showed that room also 
to be empty. A third door was open — the door of the 
side-hall, leading into the grounds. After a moment's 
consideration, Julian closed it, and returned to the 
dining-room. 

' I can only suppose,' he said to Mercy, ' that the 
billiard-room door was not properly shut, and that the 
draught of air from the hall must have moved it.' 

She accepted the explanation in silence. He was, 
to all appearance, not quite satisfied with it himself. 
For a moment or two he looked about him uneasily. 
Then the old fascination fastened its hold on him again. 
Once more he looked at the graceful turn of her head, 
at the rich masses of her hair. The courage to put the 
critical question to him, now that she had lured him 
into remaining in the room, was still a courage that 
failed her. She remained as busy as ever with her 
work — too busy to look at him ; too busy to speak to 
him. The silence became unendurable. He broke it 
by making a commonplace enquiry after her health. 

* I am well enough to be ashamed of the anxiety I 
have caused and the trouble I have given,' she answered. 
' To-day I have got downstairs for the first time. I am 
trying to do a little work.' She looked into the basket. 
The various specimens of wool in it were partly in balls 
and partly in loose skeins. The skeins were mixed 
and tangled. ' Here is sad confusion ! ' she exclaimed 
timidly, with a faint smile. ' How am I to set it right 
again ? ' 

' Let me help you,' said Julian. 
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'You!' 

' Why not ? ' he asked, with a momentary return of 
the quaint humour which she remembered so well. 
'You forget that I am a curate. Curates are privi- 
leged to make themselves useful to young ladies. Let 
me try.' 

He took a stool at her feet, and set himself to un- 
ravel one of the tangled skeins. In a minute the wool 
was stretched on his hands, and the loose end was ready 
for Mercy to wind. There was something in the trivial 
action, and in the homely attention that it implied, 
which in some degree quieteu her fear of him. She 
began to roll the wool off his hands into a ball. Thus 
occupied, she said the daring words which were to lead 
him little by little into betraying his suspicions, if h«» 
did indeed suspect the truth. 



CHAPTEE THE SEVENTEENTH. 

THE GUARDIAN ANGEL. 

' You were here when I fainted, were you net ? ' Mercy 
began. ' You must think me a sad coward , even for a 
woman.' 

He shook his head. 'I am far from thinking that,' 
he replied. ' No courage could have sustained the 
shock which fell on you. I don't wonder that you 
fainted. I don't wonder that you have been ill.' 

She paused in rolling up the ball of wool. What 
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did those words of unexpected sympathy mean ? Was 
he laying a trap for her ? Urged by that serious doubt, 
she questioned him more boldly. 

' Horace tells me you have been abroad,' she said. 
4 Did you enjoy your holiday ? ' 

'It was no holiday. I went abroad because I 

thought r. r>ght to make certain enquiries ' He 

stopped the^e, unwilling to return to a subject that was 
painful f>, her. 

Her v< ice sank, her fingers trembled round the ball 
of wool — but she managed to go on. 

' Did you arrive at any results ? ' she asked. 

' At no results worth mentioning.' 

The caution of that reply renewed her worst suspi- 
cions of hirr In sheer despair, she spoke out plainly. 

' I want to know your opinion' she began. 

' Gently ! ' said Julian. ' You are entangling the 
wool again.' 

' I want to know your opinion of the person who so 
terribly frightened me. Do you think her ' 

' Do I think her— what ? ' 

' Do you think her an adventuress ? ' 

(As she said those words the branches of a shrub in 
the conservatory were noiselesslv parted by a hand in a 
black glove. The face of Grace Eoseberry appeared 
dimly behind the leaves. Undiscovered, she had es- 
caped from the billiard-room, and had stolen her way 
into the conservatory as the safer hiding-place of the 
two. Behind the shrub she could see as well as listen 
Behind the shrub she waited as patiently as ever.) 

*I take a more merciful view,' Julian answered 
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'I believe she is acting under a delusion. I don't 
blame her : I pity her.' 

' You pity her ? ' as Mercy repeated the words, she 
took from Julian's hands the last lengths of wool left, 
and threw the imperfectly-wound skein back into the 
basket. ' Does that mean,' she resumed abruptly, 'that 
you believe her ? ' 

Julian rose from his seat and looked at Mercy in 
astonishment. 

' Good heavens, Miss Eoseberry ! what put such an 
idea as that into your head ? ' 

' I am little better than a stranger to you,' she re~ 
joined, with an effort to assume a jesting tone. ' You 
met that person before you met with me. It is not so 
very far from pitying her to believing her. How could 
I feel sure that you might not suspect me ? ' 

'Suspect you! 1 he exclaimed. 'You don't know 
how you distress, how you shock me. Suspect you! 
The bare idea of it never entered my mind. The man 
doesn't live who trusts you more implicitly, who be- 
lieves in you more devotedly than I do.' 

His eyes, his voice, his manner, all told her that 
those words came from the heart. She contrasted his 
generous confidence in her (the confidence of which 
she was unworthy) with her ungracious distrust of him. 
Not only had she wronged Grace Eosebexry — she had 
wronged Julian Gray. Could she deceive him as she 
had deceived the others ? Could she meanly accept 
that implicit trust, that devoted belief? Never had 
she felt the base submissions which her own imposture 
oondemned her to undergo, with a loathing of them so 
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overwhelming as the loathing that she felt now. In 
horror of herself, she turned her head aside in silence, 
and shrank from meeting his eye. He noticed the 
movement, placing his own interpretation on it. Ad- 
vancing closer, he asked anxiously if he had offended 
her? 

' You don't know how your confidence touches me,' 
she said, without looking up. ' You little think how 
keenly I feel your kindness.' 

She checked herself abruptly. Her fine tact warned 
her that she was speaking too warmly — that the ex- 
pression of her gratitude might strike him as being 
strangely exaggerated. She handed him her work- 
basket, before he could speak again. 

' Will you put it away for me ? ' she asked in her 
quieter tones. ' I don't feel able to work just now.' 

His back was turned on her for a moment, while 
he placed the basket on a side table. In that moment 
her mind advanced at a bound from present to future. 
Accident might one day put the true Grace in posses- 
sion of the proofs that she needed, and might reveal 
the false Grace to him in the identity that was her 
own. What would he think of her then ? Could she 
make him tell her, without betraying herself? She 
determined to try. 

' Children are notoriously insatiable if you once 
answer their questions, and women are nearly as bad,' 
she said, when Julian returned to her. 'Will your 
patience hold out if I go back for the third time to the 
person whom we have been speaking of?' 

* Try me,' he answered with a smile. 



192 The New Magdalen. 

' Suppose you had not taken your merciful view of 
her?' 

'Yes?' 

' Suppose you believed that she was wickedly bent 
on deceiving others for a purpose of her own — would 
you not shrink from such a woman in horror and 
disgust ? ' 

' G-od forbid that I should shrink from any human 
creature ?' b answered earnestly. ' Who among us 
has a right to ^o that ? ' 

She hardly dared trust herself to believe him. 
' You wov.'d still pity her ? ' she persisted, ' and still 
feel for her ? ' 

'With all my heart.' 

' Oh, how good you are ! ' 

He held up his hand in warning. The tones of 
his voice deepened ; the lustre of his eyes brightened. 
She had stirred in the depths of that great heart the 
faith in which the man lived — the steady principle 
which guided his modest and noble life. 

' No ! ' he cried. ' Don't say that ! Say that I try 
to love my neighbour as myself. Who but a Pharisee 
cat believe he is better than another ? The best 
among us to-day may, but for the mercy of God, be the 
worst among us to-morrow. The true Christian virtue 
is the virtue which never despairs of a fellow-creature. 
The true Christian faith believes in Man as well as in 
God. Frail and fallen as we are, we can rise on the 
wings of repentance from earth to heaven. Humanity 
is sacred. Humanity has its immortal destiny. Who 
shall dare say to man or woman, " There is no hops 
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in you ?" Who shall dare say the work is all vile, when 
that work bears on it the stamp of the Creator's hand ? 

He turned away for a moment, struggling with the 
emotion which she had roused in him. 

Her eyes, as they followed him, lighted with a mo 
mentary enthusiasm — then sank wearily in the vain 
regret which comes too late. Ah! if he could have 
been her friend and her adviser on the fatal day when 
she first turned her steps towards Mablethorpe House 1 
She sighed bitterly as the hopeless aspiration wrung 
her heart. He heard the sigh ; and, turning again, 
looked at her with a new interest in his face. 

' Miss Eoseberry,' he said. 

She was still absorbed in the bitter memories of the 
past : she failed to hear him. 

' Miss Eoseberry,' he repeated, approaching her. 

She looked up at him with a start. 

' May I venture to ask you something ?' he said 
gently. 

She shrank at the question. 

' Don't suppose I am speaking out of mere curiosity, 5 
he went on. ' And pray don't answer me, unless you 
can answer without betraying any confidence which 
may have been placed in you.' 

' Confidence ! ' she repeated. ' What confidence do 
you mean?' 

'It has just struck me that you might have felt 
more than a common interest in the questions which 
you put to me a moment since,' he answered. ' Were 
you by any chance speaking of some unhappy woman — 

o 
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cot the person who frightened you, of course — but of 
some other woman whom you know ? ' 

Her head sank slowly on her bosom. He had 
plainly no suspicion that she had been speaking of 
herself: his tone and manner both answered for it that 
his belief in her was as strong as ever. Still, those 
\ast words made her tremble ; she could not trust her- 
self to reply to them. 

He accepted the bending of her head as a reply, 

'Are you interested in her?' he asked next. 

She taintly answered this time. ' Yes.' 

' Have you encouraged her ?' 

' I have not dared to encourage her.' 

His face lit up suddenly with enthusiasm. 'Cfo to 
her,' he said, ' and let me go with you and help 
you!' 

The answer came faintly and mournfully. ' She 
has sunk too low for that ! ' 

He interrupted her with a gesture of impatience. 

' What has she done?' he asked. 

' She has deceived — basely deceived — innocent 
people who trusted her. She has wronged — cruelly 
wronged — another woman.' 

For the first time, Julian seated himself at her 
Bide. ^The interest that was now roused in him was 
an interest above reproach. He could speak to Mercy 
without restraint ; he could look at Mercy with a pure 
heart. 

' You judge her very harshly,' he said. ' Do you 
know how she may have been tried and tempted ? ' 

There w»s no answer. 
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* Tell me,' he went on, ' is the person whom she 
has injured still living?' 

« Yes.' 

' If the person is still living, she may atone for the 
wrong. The time may come when this sinner, too, 
may win our pardon and deserve our respect.' 

'Could you respect her?' Mercy asked, sadly. 
' Can such a mind as yours understand what she has 
gone through?' 

A smile, kind and momentary, brightened his at- 
tentive face. 

'You forget my melancholy experience,' he an- 
swered. • Young as I am, I have seen more than most 
men of women who have sinned and suffered. Even 
after the little that you have told me, I think I can 
put myself in her place. I can well understand, for 
instance, that she may have been tempted beyond 
human resistance. Am I right ? ' 

' You are right.' 

* She may have had nobody near at the time to 
advise her, to warn her, to save her. Is that true ? ' 

' It is true.' 

' Tempted and friendless, self-abandoned to the evil 
impulse of the moment, this woman may have com- 
mitted herself headlong to the act which she now 
vainly repents. She may long to make atonement, 
and may not know how to begin. All her energies 
may be crushed under the despair and horror of herself, 
out of which the truest repentance grows. Is such a 
woman as this all wicked, all vile ? I deny it ! She 
»aay have a noble nature ; and she may show it uobljp 

q a 
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yet. Give her the opportunity she needs — and oui 
poor fallen fellow-creature may take her place again 
among the best of us ; honoured, blameless, happy once 
more ! ' 

Mercy's eyes, resting eagerly on him while he was 
speaking, dropped again despondingly when he had 
done. 

' There is no such future as that,' she answered, 
' for the woman whom I am thinking of. She has lost 
her opportunity. She has done with hope.' 

Julian gravely considered with himself for a moment. 

' Let us understand each other,' he said. ' She 
has committed an act of deception to the injury of 
another woman. Was that what you told me ? ' 

' Yes.' 

' And she has gained something to her own advan- 
tage by the act ? ' 

* Yes.' 

' Is she threatened with discovery? ' 
' She is safe from discovery — for the present^ at 
least.' 

* Safe as long as she closes her lips ? ' 
' As long as she closes her lips.' 

* There is her opportunity ! ' cried Julian. ' Her future 
is before her. She has not done with hope.' 

With clasped hands, in breathless suspense, Mercy 
looked at that inspiriting face, and listened to those 
golden words. 

' Explain yourself,' she said. ' Tell her, through me, 
ffhat she must do.' 

'Let her own the truth,' answered Julian, 'without 
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the base fear of discovery to drive her to it. Let her 
do justice to the -woman whom she has wronged, while 
that woman is still powerless to expose her. Let her 
sacrifice everything that she has gained by the fraud to 
the sacred duty of atonement. If she can do that — for 
conscience' sake and for pity's sake — to her own pre- 
judice, to her own shame, to her own loss — then her 
repentance has nobly revealed the noble nature that is 
in her ; then she is a woman to be trusted, respected, 
beloved ! If I saw the Pharisees and Fanatics of this 
lower earth passing her by in contempt, I would hold 
out my hand to her before them all. I would say to her 
in her solitude and her affliction, " Eise, poor wounded 
heart ! Beautiful, purified soul, (rod's angels rejoice 
over you ! Take your place among the noblest of 
God's creatures ! " ' 

In those last sentences he unconsciously repeated 
the language in which he had spoken to his outcast 
congregation in the chapel of the Eefuge. With ten- 
fold power and tenfold persuasion they now found their 
way again to Mercy's heart. Softly, suddenly, mysteri- 
ously, a change passed over her. Her troubled face 
grew beautifully still. The shifting light of terror 
and suspense vanished from her grand grey eyes, and 
left in them the steady inner glow of a high and pure 
resolve. 

There was a moment of silence between them. They 
both had need of silence. Julian was the first to speak 
again. 

' Have I satisfied you that her opportunity is still 
before her ? ' he asked. ' Do you feel as I feel, that she 
has not done with hope ? ' 
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' You have satisfied me that the world holds na 
truer friend to her than you,' Mercy answered gently 
and gratefully. 'She shall prove herself worthy of 
your generous confidence in her. She shall show you 
yet that you have not spoken in vain.' 

Still inevitably failing to understand her, he led thb 
way to the door. 

' Don't waste the precious time,' he said. ' Don't 
leave her cruelly to herself. If you can't go to her, let 
me go as your messenger, in your place.' 

She stopped him by a gesture. He took a step 
back into the room, and paused ; observing with sur- 
prise that she made no attempt to move from the chair 
that she occupied. 

' Stay here,' she said to him in slightly-altered tone?. 

' Pardon me,' he rejoined, ' I don't understand you.' 

' You will understand me directly. Give me a 
little time.' 

He still lingered near the door, with his eyes fixed 
enquiringly on her. A man of a lower nature than his, 
or a man believing in Mercy less devotedly than he 
believed, would now have felt his first suspicion of 
her. Julian was as far as ever from suspecting her, 
even yet. 

* Do you wish to be alone ? ' he asked considerately. 
' Shall I leave you for awhile and return again ? ' 

She looked up with a start of terror. ' Leave me ? 
she repeated, and suddenly checked herself on the point 
of saying more. Nearly half the length of the room 
divided them from each other. The words which she 
was longing to say were words that would never pass 
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her lips unless she could see some encouragement in 
his face. ' No ! ' she cried out to him on a sudden, in 
her sore need, ' don't leave me ! Come back to me ! ' 

He obeyed her in silence. In silence, on her side,, 

she pointed to the chair near her. He took it. She 

looked at him, and checked herself again ; resolute to 

make her terrible confession, yet still hesitating how 

to begin. Her woman's instinct whispered to her, 

' Find courage in his touch!' She said to him, simply 

and artlessly said to him, 'Give me encouragement. 

Give me strength. Let me take your hand.' He 

neither answered nor moved. His mind seemed to have 

become suddenly preoccupied ; his eyes rested on her 

vacantly ; he was on the brink of discovering her secret ; 

in another instant he would have found his way to the 

truth. In that instant, innocently as a sister might 

have taken it, she took his hand. The soft clasp of 

her fingers, clinging round his, roused his senses, fired 

his passion for her, swept out of his mind the pure 

aspirations which had filled it but the moment before, 

paralysed his perception when it was just penetrating 

the mystery of her disturbed manner and her strange 

words. All the man in him trembled under the rapture 

of her touch. But the thought of Horace was still 

present to him : his hand lay passive in hers ; his eyes 

looked uneasily away from her. 

She innocently strengthened her clasp of his hand. 
She innocently said to him, ' Don't look away from me. 
Your eyes give me courage.' 

His hand returned the pressure of hers. He tasted 
to the full the delicious joy of looking at her. Sht 
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had broken down his last reserves of self-control. 
The thought of Horace, the sense of honour, became 
obscured in him. In a moment more he might have 
said the words which he would have deplored for the 
rest of his life, if she had not stopped him by speaking 
first. ' I have more to say to you,' she resumed 
abruptly ; feeling the animating resolution to lay her 
heart bare before him at last ; ' more, far more, than I 
have said yet. G-enerous, merciful friend, let me say 
it here ! ' 

She attempted to throw herself on her knees at his 
feet. He sprang from his seat and checked her, hold- 
ing her with both his hands, raising her as he rose 
Himself. In the words which had just escaped her, in 
the startling action which had accompanied them, the 
truth burst on him. 

The guilty woman she had spoken of was herself 1 



CHAPTEE THE EIGHTEENTH. 

THE SEARCH IN THE GROUNDS. 

While Mercy was almost in Julian's arms, while her 
bosom was just touching his — before a word more had 
passed his lips or hers — the library door opened. 

Lady Janet Eoy entered the room. 

Grace Eoseberry, still listening in the conservatory, 
saw the door open, and recognised the mistress of the 
house. She softly drew back and placed herself in 
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safer hiding, beyond the range of view from the dining- 
room. 

Lady Janet advanced no further than the threshold. 
She stood there and looked at her nephew and her 
adopted daughter in stern silence. 

Mercy dropped into the chair at her side. Julian 
kept his place by her. His mind was still stunned by 
the discovery that had burst on it ; his eyes still 
rested on her in a mute terror of enquiry. He was aa 
completely absorbed in the one act of looking at her 
as if they had been still alone together in the room. 

Lady Janet was the first of the three who spoke. 
She addressed herself to her nephew. 

' You were right, Mr. Julian Gray,' she said, with 
her bitterest emphasis of tone and manner. ' You 
ought to have found nobody in this room on your 
return but me. I detain you no longer. You are free 
to leave my house.' 

Julian looked round at his aunt. She was point- 
ing to the door. In the excited state of his sensibilities 
at that moment the action stung him to the quick. 
He answered without his customary consideration for 
his aunt's age and his aunt's position towards him : 

1 You apparently forget, Lady Janet, that you are 
not speaking to one of your footmen,' he said. ' There 
are serious reasons (of which you know nothing) for 
my remaining in your house a little longer. You may 
rely upon my trespassing on your hospitality as short a 
time as possible.' 

He turned again to Mercy as he said those words, 
and surprised her timidly looking up at him, In the 
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instant when their eyes met, the tumult of emotions 
struggling in him became suddenly stilled. Sorrow 
for her — compassionating sorrow — rose in the new calm 
and filled his heart. Now, and now only, he could read 
in the wasted and noble face how she had suffered. 
The pity which he had felt for the unnamed woman 
grew to a tenfold pity for her. The faith which he had 
professed — honestly professed — in Mie better nature of 
the unnamed woman strengthened into a tenfold faith in 
her. He addressed himself again to his aunt in a 
gentler tone. ' This lady,' he resumed, ' has something 
to say to ,me in private which she has not said yet. 
That is my reason and my apology for not immediately 
leaving the house.' 

Still under the impression of what she had seen on 
entering the room, Lady Janet looked at him in angry 
amazement. Was Julian actually ignoring Horace 
Holmcroft's claims in the presence of Horace Holm- 
croft's betrothed wife ? She appealed to her adopted 
daughter. ' Grace ! ' she exclaimed, ' have you heard 
him ? Have you nothing to say ? Must I remind 
you' 

She stopped. For the first time in Lady Janet's 
experience of her young companion, she found herself 
speaking to ears that were deaf to her. Mercy was in- 
capable of listening. Julian's eyes had told her that 
Julian understood her at last. 

Lady Janet turned to her nephew once more, and 
addressed him in the hardest words that she had ever 
spoken to her sister's son : 

< If you have any sense of decency,' she said — * I 
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33j nothing of a sense of honour — you will leave 
my house, and your acquaintance with that lady will 
end here. Spare me your protests and excuses ; I can 
place hut one interpretation on what I saw when I 
opened that door.' 

' You entirely misunderstand what you saw when 
you opened that door,' Julian answered quietly. 

' Perhaps I misunderstand the confession which 
you made to me not an hour ago ? ' retorted Lady Janet. 

Julian cast a look of alarm at Mercy. ' Don't speak 
of it ! ' he said, in a whisper. ' She might hear you.' 

'Do yo^j mean to say she doesn't know you are 
in love with her ? ' 

' Thank Grod, she has not the faintest suspicion 
of it!' 

There was no mistaking the earnestness with which 
he made that reply. It proved his innocence as nothing 
else could have proved it. Lady Janet drew back a step 
— utterly bewildered ; completely at a loss what to say 
or what to do next. 

The silence that followed was broken by a knock at 
the library door. The man-servant — with news, and 
bad news, legibly written in his disturbed face and 
manner — entered the room. 

In the nervous irritability of the moment, Lady 
Janet resented the servant's appearance as a positive 
offence on the part of the harmless man. ' Who sent 
for you ? ' she asked sharply. < What do you mean by 
interrupting us ? ' 

The servant made his excuses in an oldly bewildered 
manner 
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' 1 beg your ladyship's pardon. I wished to take 
the liberty — I wanted to speak to Mr. Julian Gray.' 

' What is it ? ' asked Julian. 

The man looked uneasily at Lady Janet, hesitated, 
and glanced at the door as if he wished himself well out 
of the room again. 

' I hardly know if I can tell you, sir, before ber 
ladyship,' he answered. 

Lady Janet instantly penetrated the secret of her 
servant's hesitation. 

'I know what has happened ! ' she said. ' That abomin- 
able woman has found her way here again. Am I right?' 

The man's eyes helplessly consulted Julian. 

* Yes ? or no ? ' cried Lady Janet, imperatively. 
' Yes, my lady.' 

Julian at once assumed the duty of asking the 
necessary questions. 

' "Where is she ? ' he began. 

' Somewhere in the grounds, as we suppose, sir.' 

' Did you see her ? ' 

' No, sir.' 

* Who saw her ? ' 

' The lodge-keeper's wife.' 

This looked serious. The lodge-keeper's wife had 
been present while Julian had given his instructions to 
ber husband. She was not likely to have mistaken the 
identity of the person whom she had discovered, 

' How long since ? ' Julian asked next. 

' Not very long, sir.' 

' Be more particular. How long ? ' 
I didn't hear, sir.' 
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* Did the lodge-keeper's wife speak to the person 
whan she saw her ? ' 

' No, sir: she didn't get the chance, as I understand 
it. She is a stout woman, if you remember. The 
other was too quick for her — discovered her, sir ; and 
(as the saying is) gave her the slip.' 

' In what part of the grounds did this happen ? ' 

The servant pointed in the direction of the side- 
hall. ' In that part, sir. Either in the Dutch garden 
or the shrubbery. I am not sure which.' 

It was plain, by this time, that the man's informa- 
tion was too imperfect to be practically of any use. 
Julian asked if the lodge-keeper's wife was in the 
house. 

' No, sir. Her husband has gone out to search the 
grounds in her place, and she is minding the gate. 
They sent their boy with the message. From what I 
can make out from the lad, they would be thankful if 
they could get a word more of advice from you, sir.' 

Julian reflected for a moment. 

So far as he could estimate them, the probabilities 
were that the stranger from Mannheim had already 
made her way into the house ; that she had been listen- 
ing in the billiard-room; that she had found time 
enough to escape him on his approaching to open the 
door ; and that she was now (in the servant's phrase) 
' somewhere in the grounds,' after eluding the pursuit 
of the lodge-keeper's wife. 

The matter was serious. Any mistake in dealing 
with it might lead to very painful results. 

If Julian had correctly anticipated the nature of 
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the confession which Mercy had been on the point of 
addressing to him, the person whom he had been the 
means of introducing into the house, was — what she 
had vainly asserted herself to be — no other than the 
true Grace Koseberry. 

Taking this for granted, it was of the utmost im- 
portance that he should speak to Grace privately, before 
she committed herself to any rashly -renewed assertion 
of her claims, and before she could gain access to Lady 
Janet's adopted daughter. The landlady at her lodg- 
ings had already warned him that the object which she 
held steadily in view was to find her way to 'Miss 
Roseberry ' when Lady Janet was not present to take 
her part, and when no gentlemen were at hand to 
protect her. ' Only let me meet her face to face ' (she 
had said), 'and I will make her confess herself the 
impostor that she is ! ' As matters now stood, it was 
impossible to estimate too seriously the mischief which 
might ensue from such a meeting as this. Everything 
now depended on Julian's skilful management of an 
exasperated woman ; and nobody, at that moment, knew 
where the woman was. 

In this position of affairs, as Julian understood it, 
there seemed to be no other alternative than to make 
his enquiries instantly at the lodge, and then to direct 
the search in person. 

He looked towards Mercy's chair as he arrived at 
this resolution. It was at a cruel sacrifice of his own 
anxieties and his own wishes that he deferred continu» 
ing the conversation with her, from the critical point 
at which Lady Janet's appearance had interrupted it 
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Mercy had risen while he had been questioning the 
servant. The attention which she had failed to accord 
to what had passed between his aunt and himself she 
had given to the imperfect statement which he had 
extracted from the man. Her face plainly showed that 
she had listened as eagerly as Lady Janet had listened ; 
with this remarkable difference between them, that 
Lady Janet looked frightened, and that Lady Janet's 
companion showed no signs of alarm. She appeared to 
be interested ; perhaps anxious — nothing more. 

Julian spoke a parting word to his aunt. 

'Pray compose yourself,' he said. 'I have little 
doubt, when I can learn the particulars, that we shall 
easily find this person in the grounds. There is no 
reason to be uneasy. I am going to superintend the 
search myself. I will return to you as soon as possible.' 

Lady Janet listened absently. There was a certain 
expression in her eyes which suggested to Julian that 
her mind was busy with some project of its own. He 
stopped as he passed Mercy, on his way out by the 
billiard-room door. It cost him a hard effort to con- 
trol the contending emotions which the mere act of 
looking at her now awakened in him. His heart beat 
fast, his voice sank low, as lie spoke to her : 

' You shall see me again,' he said. ' I never was 
more in earnest in promising you my truest help and 
sympathy than I am now.' 

She understood him. Her bosom heaved painfully; 
her eyes fell to the ground — she made no reply. The 
tears rose in Julian's eyes as he looked at her, He 
hurriedly left the room. 
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When he turned to close the billiard-room door, ha 
heard Lady Janet say, ' I will be with you again in a 
moment, Grace ; don't go away.' 

Interpreting these words as meaning that his aunt 
had some business of her own to attend to in the library, 
he shut the door. 

He had just advanced into the smoking-room be- 
yond, when he thought he heard the door opened again. 
He turned round. Lady Janet had followed him. 

' Do you wish to speak to me ? ' he asked. 

' I want something of you,' Lady Janet answered, 
• before you go.' 

' What is it ? ' 

' Your card.' 

4 My card ? ' 

'You have just told me not to be uneasy,' said the 
old lady. ' I am uneasy, for all that. I don't feel as 
sure as you do that this woman really is in the grounds. 
She may be lurking somewhere in the house, and she 
may appear when your back is turned. Eemember 
what you told me.' 

Julian understood the allusion. He made no reply. 

' The people at the police-station close by,' pursued 
Lady Janet, ' have instructions to send an experienced 
man, in plain clothes, to any address indicated on your 
card the moment they receive it. That is what you 
told me. For Grace's protection, I want your card 
before you leave us.' 

It was impossible for Julian to mention the reasons 
which now forbade him to make use of his own pre- 
cautions—in the very face of the emergency which 
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they had been especially designed to meet. How could 
he declare the true Grace Eoseberry to be mad ? How 
could he give the true Grace Eoseberry into custody ? 
On the other hand, he had personally pledged himself 
(when the circumstances appeared to require it) to 
place the means of legal protection from insult and 
annoyance at his aunt's disposal. And now, there stood 
Lady Janet, unaccustomed to have her wishes disre- 
garded by anybody, with her hand extended, waiting 
for the card ! 

"What was to be done ? The one way out of the 
difficulty appeared to be to submit for the moment. If 
he succeeded in discovering the missing woman, he could 
easily take care that she should be subjected to no 
needless indignity. If she contrived to slip into the 
house in his absence, he could provide against that 
contingency by sending a second card privately to the 
police-station, forbidding the officer to stir in the affair 
until he had received further orders. Julian made one 
stipulation only before he handed his card to his aunt. 

' You will not use this, I am sure, without positive 
and pressing necessity,' he said. ' But I must make 
one condition. Promise me to keep my plan for com- 
municating with the police a strict secret ' 

' A strict secret from Grace ? ' interposed Lady 
Janet. (Julian bowed.) 'Do you suppose I want to 
frighten her ? Do you think I have not had anxiety 
enough about her already ? Of course I shall keep it 
a secret from Grace ! ' 

Eeassured on this point, Julian hastened out into 
the grounds. As soon as his back was turned Lady 

p 
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Janet lifted the gold pencil-case that hung at her watch- 
chain, and wrote on her nephew's card (for the infor- 
mation of the officer in plain clothes) : ' You are 
wanted at Mablethorpe House.' This done, she put the 
card into the old-fashioned pocket of her dress, and 
returned to the dining-room 

Grace was waiting, in obedience to the instructions 
which she had received. 

For the first moment or two not a word was spoken on 
either side. Now that she was alone with her adopted 
daughter, a certain coldness and hardness began to show 
itself in Lady Janet's manner. The discovery that she 
had made, on opening the drawing-room door, still 
hung on her mind. Julian had certainly convinced her 
that she had misinterpreted what she had seen ; but be 
had convinced her against her will. ' There is some 
secret understanding between them,' thought the old 
lady, ' and She is to blame ; the women always are !' 

Mercy still waited to be spoken to ; pale and quiet^ 
silent and submissive. Lady Janet — in a highly un- 
certain state of temper — was obliged to begin. 

' My dear ! ' she called out sharply. 

' Yes, Lady Janet.' 

' How much longer are you going to sit there, with 
your mouth shut up and your eyes on the carpet ? Have 
you no opinion to offer on this alarming state of things ? 
You heard what the man said to Julian — I saw you 
listening. Are you horribly frightened ? ' 

* No, Lady Janet.' 

* Not even nervous ? ' 
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* No, Lady Janet.' 

' Ha ! I should hardly have given you credit for 
so much courage after my experience of you a week 
ago. I congratulate you on your recovery. Do you 
hear ? I congratulate you on your recovery.' 

' Thank you, Lady Janet.' 

' I am not so composed as you are. We were an 
excitable set in my youth — and I haven't got the 
better of it yet. I feel nervous. Do you hear ? I 
feel nervous.' 

' I am sorry, Lady Janet.' 

' You are very good. Do you know what I am 
going to do ? ' 

' No, Lady Janet.' 

* I am going to summon the household. When I 
say the household, I mean the men ; the women are of 
no use. I am afraid I fail to attract your attention ?' 

' You have my best attention, Lady Janet.' 

* You are very good again. I said the women were 
of no use.' 

* Yes, Lady Janet ?' 

* I mean to place a man-servant on guard at every 
entrance to the house. I am going to do it at once . 
Will you come with me ? ' 

' Can I be of any use if I go with your ladyship ? ' 
'You can't be of the slightest use. I give the 
orders in this house — not you. I had quite anothei 
motive in asking you to come with me. I am more 
considerate of you than you seem to think — I don't 
like leaving you here by yourself. Do you under- 
stand?' 

P2 
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* I am much, obliged to your ladyship. I don't 
mind being left here by myself.' 

' You don't mind ? I never heard of such heroism 
m my life — out of a novel ! Suppose that crazy wretch 
should find her way in here ?' 

' She would not frighten me this time, as she fright 
ened me before.' 

' Not too fast, my young lady ! Suppose Good 

Heavens ! now I think of it, there is the conservatory. 
Suppose she should be hidden in there? Julian is 
searching the grounds. Who is to search the con- 
servatory?' 

* With your ladyship's permission, I will search the 
conservatory.' 

'You!!!' 

' With your ladyship's permission.' 

' I can hardly believe my own ears ! Well, " Live 
and learn " is an old proverb. I thought I knew your 
character. This is a change !' 

' You forget, Lady Janet (if I may venture to say 
so), that the circumstances are changed. She took me 
by surprise on the last occasion ; I am prepared for her 
now.' 

* Do you really feel as coolly as you speak ? ' 
' Yes, Lady Janet.' 

* Have your own way, then. I shall do one thing, 
however, in case of your having over-estimated your 
own courage I shall place one of the men in the 
library You will only have to ring for him, if any- 
thing happens. He will give the alarm — and I shall 
aot accordingly. I have my plan,' said her ladyship, 
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oomfortably conscious of the card in her pocket. ' Don't 
look as if you wanted to know what it is. I have no 
intention of saying anything about it — except that it 
will do. Once more, and for the last time — do you 
stay here ? or do you go with me ?' 

' I stay here.' 

She respectfully opened the library door for Lady 
Janet's departure as she made that reply. Throughout 
the interview she had been carefully and coldly defe 
rential ; she had not once lifted her eyes to Lady 
Janet's face. The conviction in her that a few hours 
more would, in all probability, see her dismissed from 
the house, had of necessity fettered every word that 
she spoke — had morally separated her already from the 
injured mistress whose love she had won in disguise 
Utterly incapable of attributing the change in her 
young companion to the true motive, Lady Janet left 
the room to summon her domestic garrison, thoroughly 
puzzled, and (as a necessary consequence of that con- 
dition) thoroughly displeased. 

Still holding the library door in her hand, Mercy 
stood watching with a heavy heart the progress of her 
benefactress down the length of the room, on the way 
to the front hall beyond. She had honestly loved and 
respected the warm-hearted, quick-tempered old lady. 
A sharp pang of pain wrung her as she thought of the 
time when even the chance utterance of her name 
would become an unpardonable offence in Lady Janet's 
house. 

But there was no shrinking in her now from the 
ordeal of the confession. She was not only anxious, 
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she was impatient for Julian's return. Before she slept 
that night, Julian's confidence in her should be a con- 
fidence that she had deserved. 

' Let her own the truth, without the base fear of 
discovery to drive her to it. Let her do justice to the 
woman whom she has wronged, while that woman is 
still powerless to expose her. Let her sacrifice every- 
thing that she has gained by the fraud to the sacred 
duty of atonement. If she can do that, then her re- 
pentance has nobly revealed the noble nature that is 
in her ; then, she is a woman to be trusted, respected, 
beloved.' Those words were as vividly present to her 
as if she still heard them falling from his lips. Those 
other words which had followed them rang as grandly 
as ever in her ears : ' Eise, poor wounded heart ! 
Beautiful, purified soul, God's angels rejoice over you I 
Take your place among the noblest of God's creatures ! ' 
Did the woman live who could hear Julian Gray say 
that, and who could hesitate, at any sacrifice, at any 
loss, to justify his belief in her ? ' Oh ! ' she thought, 
longingly, while her eyes followed Lady Janet to the 
end of the library, ' if your worst fears could only be 
realised ! If I could only see Grace Koseberry in this 
room, how fearlessly I could meet her now !' 

She closed the library door, while Lady Janet 
opened the other door which led into the hall. 

As she turned and looked back into the dining- 
room, a cry of astonishment escaped her. 

There — as if in answer to the aspiration which was 
still in her mind ; there, established in triumph on the 
chair that she had just left — sat Grace Eoseberry, in 
einister silence, waiting for her. 
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CHAPTEE THE NINETEENTH. 

THE EVIL GENIUS. 

Recovering from the first overpowering sensation of 
Burprise, Mercy rapidly advanced, eager to say her 
first penitent words. Grace stopped her by a warning 
gesture of the hand. ' No nearer to me,' she said, 
with a look of contemptuous command. ' Stay where 
you are.' 

Mercy paused. Grace's reception had startled her. 
She instinctively took the chair nearest to her to sup- 
port herself. Grace raised a warning hand for the 
second time, and issued another command : 

' I forbid you to be seated in my presence. You 
havb no right to be in this house at all. Kemember, 
if you please, who you are, and who I am.' 

The tone in which those words were spoken was 
an insult in itself. Mercy suddenly lifted her head ; 
the angry answer was on her lips. She checked it, 
and submitted in silence. ' I will be worthy of Julian 
Gray's confidence in me,' she thought, as she stood 
patiently by the chair. * I will bear anything from 
the woman whom I have wronged.' 

In silence the two faced each other ; alone to- 
gether, for the first time since they had met in the 
French cottage. The contrast between them was 
strange to see. Grace Eoseberry, seated in her chair, 
little and lean, with her dull white complexion, with 
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her hard threatening face, with her shrunken figure 
clad in its plain and poor black garments, looked like a 
being of a lower sphere compared with Mercy Merrick, 
standing erect in her rich silken dress ; her tall, shapely 
figure towering over the little creature before her , her 
grand head bent in graceful submission; gentle, pa- 
tient, beautiful ; a woman whom it was a privilege to 
look at and a distinction to admire. If a stranger had 
been told that those two had played their parts in a 
romance of real life — that one of them was really 
connected by the ties of relationship with Lady Janet 
Eoy, and that the other had audaciously ventured to 
personate her — he would inevitably, if it had been 
left to him to guess which was which, have picked 
out Grace as the counterfeit, and Mercy as the true 
woman. 

Grace broke the silence. She had waited to open 
her lips until she had eyed her conquered victim all 
over, with disdainfully minute attention, from head 
to foot. 

'Stand there. I like to look at you,' she said, 
speaking with a spiteful relish of her own cruel words. 
' It's no use fainting this time. You have not got 
Lady Janet Eoy to bring you to. There are no gentle- 
men here to-day to pity you and pick you up. Mercy 
Merrick, I have got you at last. Thank God, my turn 
has come ! You can't escape me now ! ' 

All the littleness of heart and mind which had first 
shown itself in Grace at the meeting in the cottage, 
when Mercy told the sad story of her life, now revealed 
itself once more. The woman who, in those past times. 
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had felt no impulse to take a suffering and a penitent 
fellow-creature by the hand, was the same woman who 
could feel no pity, who could spare no insolence of 
triumph, now. Mercy's sweet voice answered her 
patiently, in low pleading tones. 

* I have not avoided you,' she said. ' I would have 
gone to you of my own accord if I had known that 
you were here. It is my heartfelt wish to own that I 
have sinned against you, and to make all the atonement 
that I can. I am too anxious to deserve your for- 
giveness to have any fear of seeing you.' 

Conciliatory as the reply was, it was spoken with a 
simple and modest dignity of manner which roused 
Grace Eoseberry to fury. 

'How dare you speak to me as if you were my 
equal ? ' she burst out. ' You stand there and answer 
me as if you had your right and your place in this 
house. You audacious woman ! i" have my right and 
my place here — and what am I obliged to do ? I am 
obliged to hang about in the grounds, and fly from 
the sight of the servants, and hide like a thief, and 
wait like a beggar : and all for what ? For the chance 
of having a word with you. Yes ! you, madam, with the 
air of the Eefuge and the dirt of the streets on you ! ' 

Mercy's head sank lower ; her hand trembled as it 
held by the back of the chair. 

It was hard to bear the reiterated insults heaped on 
her, but Julian's influence still made itself felt. She 
answered as patiently as evei : 

* If it is your pleasure to use hard words to me, 
Bhe said, ' I have no right to resent them.' 
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' You have no right to anything ! ' Grace retorted, 
' You have no right to the gown on your back. Look 
at Yourself, and look at Me ! ' Her eyes travelled 
with a tigerish stare over Mercy's costly silk dress. 
Who gave you that dress ? who gave you those 
jewels ? I know ! Lady Janet gave them to Grace 
Koseberry. Are you Grace Eoseberry? That dress 
is mine. Take off your bracelets and your brooch. 
They were meant for me.' 

* You may soon have them, Miss Eoseberry. They 
will not be in my possession many hours longer.' 

* What do you mean ? ' 

' However badly you may use me, it is my duty to 
undo the harm that I have done. I am bound to do 
you justice — I am determined to confess the truth ' 

Grace smiled scornfully. 

' You confess ! ' she said. ' Do you think I am fool 
enough to believe that ? You are one shameful brazen 
lie from head to foot ! Are you the woman to give up 
your silks and your jewels and your position in this 
house, and to go back to the Eefuge of your own 
accord ! Not you ! not you ! ' 

A first faint flush of colour showed itself stealing 
slowly over Mercy's face ; but she still held resolutely 
by the good influence which Julian had left behind 
him. She could still say to herself, ' Anything rather 
than disappoint Julian Gray ! ' Sustained by the 
courage which he had called to life in her, she sub- 
mitted to her martyrdom as bravely as ever. But 
there was an ominous change in her now : she could 
only submit in silence ; she could no longer trust her- 
self to answer. 
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The mute endurance in her face additionally exas- 
perated Grace Eoseberry. 

* You won't confess,' she went on. ' You have had 
a week to confess in, and you have not done it yet. 
No, no I you are of the sort that cheat and lie to the 
last. I am glad of it ; I shall have the joy of exposing 
you myself before the whole house. I shall be the 
blessed means of casting you back on the streets. Oh ' 
it will be almost worth all I have gone through, to see 
you with a policeman's hand on your arm, and the mob 
pointing at you and mocking you on your way to 
gaol!' 

This time the sting struck deep ; the outrage was 
beyond endurance. Mercy gave the woman who had 
again and again deliberately insulted her a first warning. 

' Miss Eoseberry,' she said, ' I have borne without 
a murmur the bitterest words you could say to me. 
Spare me any more insults. Indeed, indeed, I am 
eager to restore you to your just rights. With my 
whole heart I say it to you — I am resolved to confess 
everything ! ' 

She spoke with trembling earnestness of tone. 
Grace listened with a hard smile of incredulity and a 
hard look of contempt. 

* You are not far from the bell,' she said ; ' ring it.' 
Mercy looked at her in speechless surprise. 

* You are a perfect picture of repentance — you are 
dying to own the truth,' pursued the other satirically. 
' Own it before everybody, and own it at once. Call in 
Lady Janet — call in Mr. Grav and Mr. Holmcroft-- 
call in the servants. Go down on your knees and ac« 
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knowledge yourself an impostor before them all. Then 
I will believe you — not before.' 

' Don't, don't turn me against you ! ' cried Mercy 
entreatingly. 

'What do I care whether you are against me 01 
not?' 

' Don't — for your own sake don't go on provoking 
me much longer ! ' 

* For my own sake ? You insolent creature ! Do 
you mean to threaten me ? ' 

With a last desperate effort — her heart beating 
faster and faster, the blood burning hotter and hotter 
in her cheeks — Mercy still controlled herself. 

' Have some compassion on me ! ' she pleaded 
' Badly as I have behaved to you, I am still a woman 
like yourself. I can't face the shame of acknowledging 
what I have done before the whole house. Lady Janet 
treats me like a daughter ; Mr. Holmcroft has engaged 
himself to marry me. I can't tell Lady Janet and Mr. 
Holmcroft to their faces that I have cheated them out 
of their love. But they shall know it for all that. I 
can, and will, before I rest to-night, tell the whole truth 
to Mr. Julian Gray.' 

Grace burst out laughing. ' Aha I ' she exclaimed, 
with a cynical outburst of gaiety. ' Now we have come 
to it at last ! ' 

' Take care ! ' said Mercy. ' Take care ! ' 

' Mr. Julian Gray I I was behind the billiard-room 
door — I saw you coax Mr. Julian Gray to come in. 
Confession loses all its horrors, and becomes quite a 
luxury, with Mr. Julian Gray I ' 
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' No more, Miss Koseberry ! no more ! For God's 
gake don't put me beside myself! You have tortured 
me enough already.' 

* You haven't been on the streets for nothing. You 
are a woman with resources ; you know the value of 
having two strings to your bow. If Mr. Holmcroffc fails 
you, you have got Mr. Julian Grray. Ah ! you sicken 
me. Til see that Mr. Holmcroft's eyes are opened ; he 
shall know what a woman he might have married, but 
for Me ' 

She checked herself; the next refinement of insult 
remained suspended on her lips. 

The woman whom she had outraged suddenly ad- 
vanced on her. Her eyes, staring helplessly upward, 
saw Mercy Merrick's face, white with the terrible anger 
which drives the blood back on the heart, bending 
threateningly over her. 

' "You will see that Mr. Holmcroft's eyes are 
opened," ' Mercy slowly repeated ; ' " he shall know 
what a woman he might have married, but for You ! " ' 

She paused, and followed those words by a question 
which struck a creeping terror through Grace Kose- 
berry, from the hair of her head to the soles of her 
feet: 

' Who are you ? ' 

The suppressed fury of look and tone which accom- 
panied that question told, as no violence could have 
told it, that the limits of Mercy's endurance had been 
found at last. In the guardian angel's absence, the evil 
genius had done its evil work. The better nature which 
Julian Gray had brought to life sank, poisoned by the 
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vile venom of a woman's spiteful tongue. An easy and 
a terrible means of avenging the outrages heaped on 
her was within Mercy's reach if she chose to take it. 
In the frenzy of her indignation she never hesitated — 
she took it. 

' Who are you ? ' she asked for the second time. 

Grace roused herself and attempted to speak. 
Mercy stopped her with a scornful gesture of her hand. 

' I remember ! ' she went on, with the same fiercely 
suppressed rage. 'You are the madwoman from the 
German hospital who came here a week ago. I'm not 
afraid of you this time. Sit down and rest yourself 
— Mercy Merrick.' 

Deliberately giving her that name to her face, 
Mercy turned from her and took the chair which Grace 
had forbidden her to occupy when the interview 
began. 

Grace started to her feet. 

* What does this mean ? ' she asked. 

' It means,' answered Mercy contemptuously, ' that 
I recall every word I said to you just now. It means 
that I am resolved to keep my place in this house.' 

' Are you out of your senses ? ' 

* You are not far from the bell. Eing it. Do 
what you told me to do. Call in the whole household, 
and ask them which of us is mad — you or I ? ' 

' Mercy Merrick ! you shall repent this to the last 
hour of your life ! ' 

Mercy rose again, and fixed her flashing eyes on the 
woman who still defied her. 

* I have had enough of you ! ' she said. ' Leave the 
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house while you can leave it. Stay here, and I will 
Bend for Lady Janet Eoy.' 

'You can't send for her! You daren't send for 
her!' 

' I can and I dare. You have not a shadow of a 
proof against me. I have got the papers ; I am in 
possession of the place ; I have established myself in 
Lady Janet's confidence. I mean to deserve your 
opinion of me — I will keep my dresses and my jewels, 
and my position in the house. I deny that I have 
done wrong. Society has used me cruelly ; I owe 
nothing to Society. I have a right to take any advantage 
of it if I can. I deny that I have injured you. How 
was I to know that you would come to life again ? 
Have I degraded your name and your character ? I 
have done honour to both. I have won everybody's 
liking and everybody's respect. Do you think Lady 
Janet would have loved you as she loves me? Not 
she ! I tell you to your face, I have filled the false 
position more creditably than you could have filled 
the true one, and I mean to keep it. I won't give 
up your name ; I won't restore your character ! Do 
your worst, I defy you ! ' 

She poured out those reckless words in one head- 
long flow which defied interruption. There was no 
answering her until she was too breathless to say more. 
Grace seized the opportunity the moment it was within 
her reach. 

' You defy me ? ' she returned resolutely. ' You 
won't defy me long. I have written to Canada. My 
friends will speak for me.' 
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' What of it, if they do ? Your friends are strangers 
here. I am Lady Janet's adopted daughter. Do you 
think she will believe your friends ? She will believe 
me. She will burn their letters, if they write. She 
will forbid the house to them if they come. I shall be 
Mrs. Horace Holmcroft in a week's time. Who can 
shake my position ? Who can injure Me ? ' 

'Wait a little. You forget the matron at the 
Refuge ? ' 

' Find her if you can. I never told you her name. 
I never told you where the Refuge was.' 

' I will advertise your name, and find the matron in 
that way.' 

'Advertise in every newspaper in London. Do 
you think I gave a stranger like you the name I really 
bore in the Refuge ? I gave you the name I assumed 
when I left England. No such person as Mercy 
Merrick is known to the matron. No such person is 
known to Mr. Holmcroft. He saw me at the French 
cottage while you were senseless on the bed. I had 
my grey cloak on ; neither he nor any of them saw me 
in my nurse's dress. Enquiries have been made about 
me on the Continent — and (I happen to know from 
the person who made them ) with no result. I am safe 
in your place ; I am known by your name. I am Grace 
Roseberry ; and you are Mercy Merrick. Disprove it if 
you can ! ' 

Summing up the unassailable security of her false 
position in those closing words, Mercy pointed signifi- 
cantly to the billiard-room door. 

* You were hiding there, by your owd confession, 
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B-ie said. 'You know your way out by that door. 
Will you leave the room ? ' 

' I won't stir a step ! ' 

Mercy walked to a side-table, and struck the bell 
placed on it. 

At the same moment, the billiard-room door opened 
Julian Gray appeared — returning from his unsuccessful 
search in the grounds. 

He had barely crossed the threshold before the 
library-door was thrown open next by the servant 
posted in the room. The man drew back respectfully, 
and gave admission to Lady Janet Eoy. She was fol- 
lowed by Horace Holmcroft, with his mother's wedding- 
present to Mercy in his band. 



CHAPTER THE TWENTIETH. 

THE POLICEMAN IN PLjUN CLOTHES. 

Julian looked round the room, and stopped at the 
door which he had just opened. 

His eyes rested — first on Mercy, next on Grace. 

The disturbed faces of both the women told him 
out too plainly that the disaster which he had dreaded 
siad actually happened. They had met without any 
third person to interfere between them. To what ex- 
tremities the hostile interview might have led, it was 
impossible for him to guess. In his aunt's presence, 
lie could only wait his opportunity of speaking; to 

Q 
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Mercy, and be ready to interpose if anything v^m 
ignorantly done which might give just cause of offenee 
to Grace. 

Lady Janet's course of action, on entering the 
dining-room, was in perfect harmony with Lady Janet's 
character. 

Instantly discovering the intruder, she looked 
sharply at Mercy. ' "What did I tell you ? ' she asked. 
'Are you frightened ? No! not in the least frightened! 
Well done, my dear ! ' She had recovered her temper : 
she took Mercy's hand as kindly as ever, and gave it 
a little friendly squeeze — then turned to the servant. 
' Wait in the library ; I may -want you again.' She 
looked next at Julian. ' Leave it all to me ; I can 
manage it.' She made a sign to Horace : ' Stay where 
you are, and hold your tongue.' Having now said all 
that was necessary to everyone else, she advanced to 
the part of the room in which Grace was standing, 
with lowering brows and firmly-shut lips, defiant of 
everybody. 

' I have no desire to offend you, or to act harshly 
towards you,' her ladyship began, very quietly. * I only 
suggest that your visits to my house cannot possibly 
lead to any satisfactory result. I hope you will not 
oblige me to make use of harder words than these — I 
hope you will understand that I wish you to withdraw.' 

The order of dismissal could hardly have been 
issued with more humane consideration for the sup- 
posed mental infirmity of the person to whom it was 
addressed. Grace instantly resisted it in the plainest 
possible terms. 
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* In justice to my father's memory, and in justice t« 
myself,' she answered, ' I insist on a hearing. I refuse 
to withdraw.' She deliberately took a chair and seated 
herself in the presence of the mistress of the house. 

Lady Janet waited a moment — steadily controlling 
herself. In the interval of silence, Julian seized the 
opportunity of remonstrating with Grace. 

' Is this what you promised me ? ' he asked gently. 
' You gave me your word that you would not return to 
Mablethorpe House.' 

Before he could say more, Lady Janet spoke again. 
She began her answer to Grace by pointing with a 
peremptory forefinger to the library door. 

' If you have not made up your mind to take my 
advice by the time I have walked back to that door,' 
she said, ' I will put it out of your power to set me at 
defiance. I am used to be obeyed, and I will be obeyed. 
You force me to use hard words. I warn you, before it 
is too late. Gro.' 

She returned slowly towards the library. Julian 
attempted to interfere with another word of remon- 
strance. His aunt stopped him by a gesture which 
said plainly, ' I insist on acting for myself.' He looked 
next at Mercy. Would she remain passive ? Yes. 
She never lifted her head ; she never moved from the 
place in which she was standing, apart from the rest. 
Horace himself tried to attract her attention, and tried 
in vain. 

Arrived at the library door, Lady Janet looked over 
her shoulder at the little immovable black figure in the 
ehair. 

o. 2 
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' Will you go ? ' she asked, for the last time. 

Grace started up angrily from her seat, and fixed 
her viperish eyes on Mercy. 

' I won't be turned out of your ladyship's house in 
the presence of that impostor,' she said. ' I may yield 
to force — but I will yield to nothing else. I insist on 
my right to the place that she has stolen from me, 
It's no use scolding me,' she added, turning doggedly 
to Julian. ' As long as that woman is here under my 
name, I can't and won't keep away from the house. I 
warn her, in your presence, that I have written to my 
friends in Canada ! I dare her before you all to 
deny that she is the outcast and adventuress, Mercy 
Merrick ! ' 

The challenge forced Mercy to take part in the pro 
ceedings in her own defence. She had pledged her- 
self to meet and defy Grace Roseberry on her own 
ground. She attempted to speak — Horace stopped her. 

' You degrade yourself if you answer her,' he said. 
' Take my arm, and let us leave the room.' 

* Yes ! Take her out ! ' cried Grace. ' She may 
well be ashamed to face an honest woman. It's her 
place to leave the room — not mine ! ' 

Mercy drew her hand out of Horace's arm. ' I de- 
cline to leave the room,' she said quietly. 

Horace still tried to persuade her to withdraw. ' I 
can't bear to hear you insulted,' he rejoined. ' The 
woman offends me, though I know she is not responsible 
for what she says.' 

* Nobody's endurance will be tried much longer 
said Lady Janet. She glanced at Julian, and, taking 
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from her pocket the card which he had given to her, 
opened the library door. 

' Go to the police-station,' she said to the servant 
in an undertone, ' and give that card to the inspector 
on duty. Tell him there is not a moment to lose. 

* Stop ! ' said Julian, before his aunt could close the 
door again. 

* Stop ? ' repeated Lady Janet, sharply. « I have 
given the man his orders. What do you mean ? ' 

* Before you send the card, I wish to say a word 
in private to this lady,' replied Julian, indicating 
Grace. ' When that is done,' he continued, approach- 
ing Mercy, and pointedly addressing himself to her, 
' I shall have a request to make — I shall ask you to 
give me an opportunity of speaking to you without in- 
terruption.' 

His tone pointed the allusion. Mercy shrank from 
looking at him. The signs of painful agitation began 
to show themselves in her shifting colour and her uneasy 
silence. Roused by Julian's significantly distant refer- 
ence to what had passed between them, her better im- 
pulses were struggling already to recover their influence 
over her. She might, at that critical moment, have 
yielded to the promptings of her own nobler nature — 
she might have risen superior to the galling remem- 
brance of the insults that had been heaped upon her— 
if Grace's malice had not seen in her hesitation a means 
of referring offensively once again to her interview with 
Julian Gray. 

' Pray don't think twice about trusting him alone 
with me,' she said, with a sardonic affectation of polite 
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aess. * / am not interested in making a conquest of 
Mr. Julian Gray.' 

The jealous distrust in Horace (already awakened by 
Julian's request) now attempted to assert itself openly. 
Before he could speak, Mercy's indignation had dictated 
Mercy's answer. 

* I am much obliged to you, Mr. Gray,' she 
said, addressing Julian (but still not raising her 
eyes to his). 'I have nothing more to say to you. 
There is no need for any further conversation be- 
tween us.' 

In those rash words she recalled the confession to 
which she stood pledged. In those rash words she com- 
mitted herself to keeping the position that she had 
usurped, in the face of the woman whom she had 
deprived of it ! 

Horace was silenced, but not satisfied. He saw 
Julian's eyes fixed in sad and searching attention on 
Mercy's face while she was speaking. He heard Julian 
sigh to himself when she had done. He observed 
Julian — after a moment's serious consideration, and a 
moment's glance backward at the stranger in the poor 
black clothes — lift his head with the air of a man who 
had taken a sudden resolution. 

* Bring me that card directly,' he said to the ser- 
vant-. His tone announced that he was not to be trifled 
with. The man obeyed. 

Without answering Lady Janet — who still per- 
emptorily insisted on her right to act for herself — 
Julian took the pencil from his pocket-book, and added 
bis signature to the writing already inscribed on tbe 



The Policeman in Plain Clothes. 231 

card. When he had handed it back to the servant hf 
made his apologies to his aunt. 

'Pardon me for venturing to interfere,' he said 
k There is a serious reason for what I have done, which 
I will explain to you at a fitter time. In the meanwhile 
I offer no further obstruction to the course which you 
propose taking. On the contrary, I have just assisted 
you in gaining the end that you have in view.' 

As he said that, he held up the pencil with which 
he had signed his name. 

Lady Janet, naturally perplexed, and (with some 
reason perhaps) offended as well, made no answer. She 
waved her hand to the servant, and sent him away with 
the card. 

There was silence in the room. The eyes of all the 
persons present turned more or less anxiously on Julian. 
Mercy was vaguely surprised and alarmed. Horace, 
like Lady Janet, felt offended, without clearly knowing 
why. Even Grace Roseberry herself was subdued by 
her own presentiment of some coming interference for 
which she was completely unprepared. Julian's words 
and actions, from the moment when he had written on 
the card, were involved in a mystery to which not 
one of the persons round him held tne clue. 

The motive which had animated his conduct may, 
nevertheless, be described in two words : Julian still 
held to his faith in the inbred nobility of Mercy's 
nature. 

He had inferred, with little difficulty, from the 
language which Grrace had used towards Mercy in his 
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presence, that the injured woman must have taken 
pitiless ac 7 vantage of her position at the interview which 
he had interrupted. Instead of appealing to Mercy's 
sympathies and Mercy's sense of right — instead of ac- 
cepting the expression of her sincere contrition, and 
encouraging her to make the completest and the 
speediest atonement — Grace had evidently outraged 
and insulted her. As a necessary result, her endurance 
had given way — under her own sense of intolerable 
severity and intolerable wrong. 

The remedy for the mischief thus done was (as 
Julian had first seen it) to speak privately with Grace 
— to soothe her by owning that his opinion of the justice 
of her claims had undergone a change in her favour — 
and then to persuade her, in her own interests, to let 
him carry to Mercy such expressions of apology and 
regret as might lead to a friendly understanding between 
them. 

With those motives, he had made his request to be 
permitted to speak separately to the one and the other. 
The scene that had followed, the new insult offered by 
Grace, and the answer which it had wrung from Mercy, 
had convinced him that no such interference as he 
had contemplated would have the slightest prospect of 
success. 

The one remedy now left to try was the desperate 
remedy of letting things take their course, and trusting 
implicitly to Mercy's better nature for the result. 

Let her see the police-officer in plain clothes enter 
the room. Let her understand clearly what the result 
of his interference would be. Let her confront the 
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alternative of consigning Grace Koseberry to a mad- 
house, or of confessing the truth — and what would 
happen 9 If Julian's confidence in her was a confidence 
soundly placed, she would nobly pardon the outrages 
that had been heaped upon her, and she would do justice 
to the woman whom she had wronged. 

If, on the other hand, his belief in her was nothing 
better than the blind belief of an infatuated man — if 
she faced the alternative, and persisted in asserting her 
Assumed identity, what then ? 

Julian's faith in Mercy refused to let that darker 
side of the question find a place in his thoughts. It 
rested entirely with him to bring the officer into the 
house. He had prevented Lady Janet from making 
any mischievous use of his card, by sending to the 
police-station, and warning them to attend to no mes- 
sage which they might receive unless the card produced 
bore his signature. Knowing the responsibility that he 
was taking on himself — knowing that Mercy had made 
no confession to him to which it was possible to appeal 
— he had signed his name without an instant's hesita- 
tion : and there he stood now, looking at the woman 
whose better nature he was determined to vindicate, 
the only calm person in the room. 

Horace's jealousy saw something suspiciously sug- 
gestive of a private understanding in Julian's earnest 
attention and in Mercy's downcast face. Having no 
excuse for open interference, he made an effort to part 
them. 

' You spoke just now,' he said to Julian, ' of wishing 
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to say a word in private to that person.' (He pointed 
to Grace.) ' Shall we retire, or will you take her into 
the library ? ' 

* I refuse to have anything to say to him,' Grace 
burst out, before Julian could answer. ' I happen to 
know that he is the last person to do me justice. He. 
has been effectually hoodwinked. If I speak to anybody 
privately, it ought to be to you. You have the greatest 
interest of any of them in finding out the truth.' 

' What do you mean ? ' 

* Do you want to marry an outcast from the streets?' 
Horace took one step forward towards her. There 

was a look in his face which plainly betrayed that he 
was capable of turning her out of the house with his 
own hands. Lady Janet stopped him. 

* You were right in suggesting just now that Grace 
had better leave the room,' she said. * Let us all three 
go. Julian will remain here and give the man his 
directions when he arrives. Come.' 

No. By a strange contradiction, it was Horace 
himself who now interfered to prevent Mercy from 
leaving the room. In the heat of his indignation he 
lost all sense of his own dignity ; he descended to the 
level of a woman whose intellect he believed to be 
deranged. To the surprise of everyone present, he 
stepped back, and took from the table a jewel-case 
which he had placed there when he came into the 
room. It was the wedding present from his mother 
which he had brought to his betrothed wife. His 
outraged self-esteem seized the opportunity of vindi- 
cating Mercy by a public bestowal of the gift. 
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* Wait ! ' he called out sternly. * That wretch shall 
nave her answer. She has sense enough to see, and 
sense enough to hear. Let her see and hear ! ' 

He opened the jewel-case, and took from it a mag- 
nificent pearl necklace in an antique setting. 

* Grace,' he said, with his highest distinction of 
manner, ' my mother sends you her love, and her con- 
gratulations on our approaching marriage. She begs 
you to accept, as part of your bridal dress, these pearls. 
She was married in them herself. They have been 
in our family for centuries. As one of the family, 
honoured and beloved, my mother offers them to my 
wife.' 

He lifted the necklace to clasp it round Mercy's 
neck.' 

Julian watched her in breathless suspense. Would 
she sustain the ordeal through which Horace had in- 
nocently condemned her to pass ? 

Yes ! In the insolent presence of Grace Eoseberry, 
what was there now that she could not sustain ? Her 
pride was in arms. Her lovely eyes lighted up as only 
a woman's eyes can light up when they see jewellery. 
Her grand head bent gracefully to receive the necklace. 
Her face warmed into colour ; her beauty rallied its 
charms. Her triumph over Grace Eoseberry was com- 
plete ! Julian's head sank. For one sad moment he 
secretly asked himself the question : ' Have I been 
mistaken in her ? ' 

Horace arrayed her in the pearls. 

*Your husband puts these pearls on your neck, 
love,' he said proudly, and paused to look at her, 
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' Now,' he added with a contemptuous backward glance 
at Grace, ' we may go into the library. She has seen, 
and she has heard.' 

He believed that he had silenced her. He had 
simply furnished her sharp tongue with a new sting. 

' You will hear, and you will see, when my proofs 
come from Canada,' she retorted. ' You will hear that 
your wife has stolen my name and my character ! You 
will see your wife dismissed from this house ! ' 

Mercy turned on her with an uncontrollable out- 
burst of passion. 

' You are mad ! ' she cried. 

Lady Janet caught the electric infection of anger 
in the air of the room. She too turned on Grace. She 
too said it : 

' You are mad ! ' 

Horace followed Lady Janet. He was beside him- 
self. He fixed his pitiless eyes on Grace, and echoed 
the contagious words : 

' You are mad ! ' 

She was silenced, she was daunted at last. The 
treble accusation revealed to her, for the first time, the 
frightful suspicion to which she had exposed herself. 
She shrank back, with a low cry of horror, and struck 
against a chair. She would have fallen if Julian had 
not sprung forward and caught her. 

Lady Janet led the way to the library. She opened 
the door — started — and suddenly stepped aside, so as 
to leave the entrance free. 

A man appeared in the open doorway. 

He was not a gentleman ; he was not a workman ; 
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be was not a servant. He was vilely dressed, in glossy 
black broadcloth. His frock coat hung on him instead 
of fitting him. His waistcoat was too short and too 
tight over the chest. His trousers were a pair of 
shapeless black bags. His gloves were too large for 
him. His highly-polished boots creaked detestably 
whenever he moved. He had odiously watchful eyes 
— eyes that looked skilled in peeping through keyholes. 
His large ears, set forward like the ears of a monkey, 
pleaded guilty to meanly listening behind other people's 
doors. His manner was quietly confidential, when he 
spoke : impenetrably self-possessed when he was silent. 
A lurking air of secret-service enveloped the fellow, 
like an atmosphere of his own, from head to foot. He 
looked all round the magnificent room, without betray- 
ing either surprise or admiration. He closely investi- 
gated every person in it with one glance of his 
cunningly-watchful eyes. Making his bow to Lady 
Janet, he silently showed her, as his introduction, the 
card that had summoned him. And then he stood at 
ease, self-revealed in his own sinister identity — a police- 
officer in plain clothes. 

Nobody spoke to him. Everybody shrank inwardly, 
as if a reptile had crawled into the room. 

He looked backwards and forwards, perfectly un- 
embarrassed, between Julian and Horace. 

'Is Mr. Julian Grray here?' he asked. 

Julian led Grace to a seat. Her eyes were fixed on 
the man. She trembled — she whispered, ' Who is he ? ' 
Julian spoke to the police-officer without answering 
her. 
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' Wait there,' he said, pointing to a chair in the 
most distant corner of the room. ' I will speak to you 
directly.' 

The man advanced to the chair, marching to the 
discord of his creaking boots. He privately valued 
the carpet, at so much a yard, as he walked over it. 
He privately valued the chair, at so much the dozen, as 
he sat down on it. He was quite at his ease : it was 
no matter to him, whether he waited and did nothing, 
or whether he pried into the private character of every 
one in the room, as long as he was paid for it. 

Even Lady Janet's resolution to act for herself was 
not proof against the appearance of the policeman in 
plain clothes. She left it to her nephew to take the 
lead. Julian glanced at Mercy before he stirred further 
in the matter. He knew that the end rested now, not 
with him, but with her. 

She felt his eye on her, while her own eyes were 
looking at the man. She turned her head — hesitated 
■ — and suddenly approached Julian. Like Grace Eose- 
berry, she was trembling. Like Grace Eoseberry, she 
whispered, ' Who is he ? ' 

Julian told her plainly who he was. 

' Why is he here ? ' 

' Can't you guesp ? ' 

'No!' 

Horace left Lady Janet, and joined Mercy and 
Julian — impatient of the private colloquy between 
them. 

' Am I in the way ? ' he enquired. 

Julian drew back a little, understanding Horace 
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perfectly. He looked round at Grace. Nearly the 
whole length of the spacious room divided them from 
the place in which she was sitting. She had never 
moved since he had placed her in a chair. The direst 
of all terrors was in possession of her — terror of the 
unknown. There was no fear of her interfering , and 
no fear of her hearing what they said, so long as they 
were careful to speak in guarded tones. Julian set the 
example hy lowering his voice. 

' Ask Horace why the police-officer is here,' he said 
to Mercy. 

She put the question directly. * Why is he here ? ' 

Horace looked across the room at Grrace, and 
Rnswered, ' He is here to relieve us of that woman.' 

' Do you mean that he will take her away ? ' 

'Yes.' 

' Where will he take her to ? ' 

' To the police-station.' 

Mercy started and looked at Julian. He was still 
watching the slightest changes in her face. She looked 
back again at Horace. 

' To the police-station ! ' she repeated. * What 
for?' 

' How can you ask the question ? ' said Horace 
irritably. ' To be placed under restraint, of course.' 

* Do you mean a prison ? ' 

' I mean an asylum.' 

Again Mercy turned to Julian. There was horror 
now, as well as surprise, in her face. ' Oh ! ' she said 
to him, ' Horace is surely wrong ? It can't be ? ' 

Julian left it to Horace to answer. Every faculty 
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in him seemed to be still absorbed in watching Mercy's 
face. She was compelled to address herself to Horace 
once more. 

'What sort of asylum?' she asked. 'You don't 
surely mean a mad-house ? ' 

'I do,' he rejoined. ' The workhouse first, perhaps 
— and then the mad-house. What is there to surprise 
you in that ? You yourself told her to her face she 
was mad. G-ood heavens ! how pale you are ! What is 
the matter ? ' 

She turned to Julian for the third time. The 
terrible alternative that was offered to her had showed 
itself at last, without reserve or disguise. Restore the 
identity that you have stolen, or shut her up in a mad- 
house — it rests with you to choose ! In that form the 
situation shaped itself in her mind. She chose on the 
instant. Before she opened her lips, the higher nature 
in her spoke to Julian in her eyes. The steady inner 
light that he had seen in them once already shone in 
them again, brighter and purer than before. The con 
science that he had fortified, the soul that he had saved, 
looked at him and said, Doubt us no more ! 

* Send that man out of the house.' 

Those were her first words. She spoke (pointing to 
the police-officer) in clear, ringing, resolute tones, 
audible in the remoteBt corner of the room. 

Julian's hand stole unobserved to hers, and told her, 
in its momentary pressure, to count on his brotherly 
sympathy and help. All the other persons in the room 
looked at her in speechless surprise. Grace rose from 
her chair. Even the man in plain clothes started to 
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his feet. Lady Janet (hurriedly joining Horace, and 
fully sharing his perplexity and alarm,) took Mercy 
impulsively by the arm, and shook it, as if to rouse hei 
to a sense of what she was doing. Mercy held firm ; 
Mercy resolutely repeated what she had said : ' Send 
that man out of the house.' 

Lady Janet lost all patience with her. ' What haa 
come to you ? ' she asked sternly. ' Do you know what 
you are saying ? The man is here in your interest as 
well as in mine ; the man is here to spare you, as well 
as me, further annoyance and insult. And you insist — 
insist, in my presence — on his being sent away ! What 
does it mean ? ' 

' You shall know what it means, Lady Janet, in half 
an hour. I don't insist — I only reiterate my entreaty. 
Let the man be sent away I ' 

Julian stepped aside (with his aunt's eyes angrily 
following him) and spoke to the police-officer. ' Gro 
back to the station,' he said, ' and wait there till you 
hear from me.' 

The meanly- vigilant eyes of the man in plain 
clothes travelled sidelong from Julian to Mercy, and 
valued her beauty as they had valued the carpet and 
the chairs. ' The old story,' he thought. ' The nice- 
looking woman is always at the bottom of it ; and, 
sooner or later, the nice-looking woman has her way. 
He marched back across the room, to the discord of his 
own creaking boots ; bowed, with a villainous smile 
which put the worst construction upon everything ; and 
ranished through the library door. 

Lady Janet's high breeding restrained her from saying 
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anything until the police-officer was out of hearing. 
Then, and not till then, she appealed to Julian. 

' I presume you are in the secret of this ? ' she said. 
' I suppose you have some reason for setting my autho- 
rity at defiance in my own house ? ' 

' I have never yet failed to respect your ladyship,' 
Julian answered. ' Before long you will know that I 
am not failing in respect towards you now.' 

Lady Janet looked across the room. Grace was 
listening eagerly, conscious that events had taken 
6ome mysterious turn in her favour within the last 
minute. 

' Is it part of your new arrangement of my affairs, 
her ladyship continued, ' that this person is to remain 
in the house ? ' 

The terror that had daunted Grace had not lost all 
hold of her yet. She left it to Julian to reply. Before 
he could speak, Mercy crossed the room and whispered 
to her, ' Give me time to confess it in writing. I can't 
own it before them — with this round my neck.' She 
pointed to the necklace. Grace cast a threatening 
glance at her, and suddenly looked away again in 
silence. 

Mercy answered Lady Janet's question. ' I beg 
your ladyship to permit her to remain until the half 
hour is over,' she said. ' My request will have explained 
itself by that time.' 

Lady Janet raised no further obstacles. Something 
in Mercy's face, or in Mercy's tone, seemed to have 
silenced her, as it had silenced Grace. Horace was the 
Bsxt who spoke. In tones of suppressed rage and sus- 
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picion, tie addressed himself to Mercy, standing fronting 
him by Julian's side. 

'Am I included,' he asked, 'in the arrangement 
which engages you to explain your extraordinary con- 
duct in half an hour ? ' 

His hand had placed his mother's wedding-present 
round Mercy's neck. A sharp pang wrung her as she 
looked at Horace, and saw how deeply she had already 
distressed and offended him. The tears rose in her 
eyes ; she humbly and faintly answered him. 

' If you please,' was all she could say, before the 
cruel swelling at her heart rose and silenced her. 

Horace's sense of injury refused to be soothed by 
Buch simple submission as this. 

' I dislike mysteries and innuendoes,' he went on 
harshly. ' In my family circle we are accustomed to 
meet each other frankly. Why am I to wait half an 
hour for an explanation which might be given now ? 
What am I to wait for ? ' 

Lady Janet recovered herself as Horace spoke. 

'I entirely agree -with you,' she said. 'I ask, too, 
what are we to wait for ? ' 

Even Julian's self-possession failed him when his 
aunt repeated that cruelly plain question. How would 
Mercy answer it ? Would her courage still hold out ? 

' You have asked me what you have to wait for,' 
she said to Horace, quietly and firmly. ' Wait to hear 
something more of Mercy Merrick.' 

Lady Janet, listened with a look of weary disgust. 

'Don't return to that!' 1 she said. 'We knov? 
9jao , !f*h about Mercy Merrick already.' 
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1 Pardon me — your ladyship does not know. I am 
the only person who can inform you.' 

'You?' 

She bent her head respectfully. 

* I have begged you, Lady Janet, to give me half 
an hour,' she went on. ' In half an hour I solemnly 
engage myself to produce Mercy Merrick in this room. 
Lady Janet Roy, Mr. Horace Holmcroft, you are to 
wait for that. 

Steadily pledging herself in those terms to make 
her confession, she unclasped the pearls from her neck, 
put them away in their case, and placed it in Horace's 
hand. ' Keep it,' she said, with a momentary faltering 
in her voice, ' until we meet again.' 

Horace took the case in silence ; he looked and 
acted like a man whose mind was paralysed by sur- 
prise. His hand moved mechanically. His eyes 
followed Mercy with a vacant questioning look. Lady 
Janet seemed, in her different way, to share the 
strange oppression that had fallen on him. A marked 
change had appeared in her since Mercy had spoken 
last. 

' Have I your ladyship's leave,' said Mercy, respect- 
fully, ' to go to my room ? ' 

Lady Janet mutely grafted the request. Mercy's 
last look, before she went out, was a look at Grace. ' Are 
you satisfied now ? ' the grand grey eyes seemed to say 
mournfully. Grace turned her head aside, with a quick 
petulant action. Even her narrow nature opened for a 
moment unwillingly, and let pity in a little way, in 
spite of itself. 
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Mercy's parting words recommended Grace to 
Julian's care : 

' You will see that she is allowed a room to wait 
in ? You will warn her yourself when the half hour 
has expired ? ' 

Julian opened the library door for her. 

' Well done ! Nobly done ! ' he whispered. ' All 
my sympathy is with you — all my help is yours.' 

Her eyes looked at him, and thanked him, through 
her gathering tears. His own eyes were dimmed. She 
passed quietly down the room, and was lost to him 
hefore he had shut the door again. 



CHAPTER THE TWENTY-FIRST. 

THE FOOTSTEP IN THE COERIDOB. 

Mercy was alone. 

She had secured one half-hour of retirement in her 
own room ; designing to devote that interval to the 
writing of her confession in the form of a letter ad- 
dressed to Julian Gray. 

No recent change in her position had, as yet, miti* 
gated her horror of acknowledging to Horace and to 
Lady Janet that she had won her way to their hearts 
in disguise. Through Julian only could she say the 
words which were to establish Grace Roseberry in her 
right position in the house, 
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How was her confession to be addressed to him I 
In writing ? or by word of mouth ? 

After all that had hf>npened, from the time 
when Lady Janet's appearance had interrupted them, 
she would have felt relief rather than embarrassment 
in personally opening her heart to the man who had so 
delicately understood her, who had so faithfully be- 
friended her in her sorest need. But the repeated 
betrayals of Horace's jealous suspicion of Julian warned 
her that she would only be surrounding herself with 
new difficulties, and be placing Julian in a position of 
painful embarrassment, if she admitted him to a pri- 
vate interview while Horace was in the house. 

The one course left to take was the course that she 
had adopted. Determining to address the narrative of 
the Fraud to Julian in the form of a letter, she arranged 
to add, at the close, certain instructions, pointing out 
to him the line of conduct which she wished him to 
pursue. 

These instructions contemplated the communica- 
tion of her letter to Lady Janet and to Horace, in the 
library, while Mercy — self-confessed as the missing 
woman whom she had pledged herself to produce — 
awaited in the adjoining room whatever sentence it 
pleased them to pronounce on her. Her resolution not 
to screen herself behind Julian from any consequences 
which might follow the confession, had taken root in 
her mind from the moment when Horace had harshly 
asked her (and when Lady Janet had joined him in 
asking) why she delayed her explanation, and what she 
was keeping them waiting for. Out of the very paia 
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which those questions inflicted, the idea of waiting her 
sentence in her own person, in one room, while her 
letter to Julian was speaking for her in another, had 
sprung to life. ' Let them break my heart if they like,' 
she had thought to herself in the self-abasement of 
that bitter moment ; ' it will be no more than I have 
deserved.' 

She locked her door and opened her writing-desk 
Knowing what she had to do, she tried to collect herself 
and do it. 

Ihe effort was in vain. Those persons who study 
writing as an art are probably the only persons who 
can measure the vast distance which separates a con- 
ception as it exists in the mind from the reduction of 
that conception to form and shape in words. The 
hea/y stress of agitation that had been laid on Mercy 
for hours together had utterly unfitted her for the 
delicate and difficult process of arranging the events 
of 1 narrative in their due sequence and their due 
proportion towards each other. Again and again she 
tried to begin her letter, and again and again she was 
bcffled by the same hopeless confusion of ideas. She 
ga^e up the struggle in despair. 

A sense of sinking at her heart, a weight of hyste- 
ria! oppression on her bosom, warned her not to leave 
hejself unoccupied — a prey to morbid self-investigation 
anl imaginary alarms. 

She turned instinctively, for a temporary employ- 
ment of some kind, to the consideration of her own 
future. Here there were no intricacies or entangle- 
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ments. The prospect began and ended with her return 
to the Refuge, if the matron would receive her. She 
did no injustice to Julian Gray ; that great heart would 
feel for her, that kind hand would be held out to her, 
she knew. But what would happen if she thoughtlessly 
accepted all that his sympathy might offer ? Scandal 
would point to her beauty and to his youth, and would 
place its own vile interpretation on the purest friend- 
ship that could exist between them. And he would 
be the sufferer, for he had a character — a clergyman's 
character — to lose. No ! for his sake, out of gratitude 
to him, the farewell to Mablethorpe House must be 
also the farewell to Julian Gray. 

The precious minutes were passing. She resolved 
to write to the matron, and ask if she might hop to 
be forgiven and employed at the Refuge again Occu- 
pation over the letter that was easy to write might 
have its fortifying effect on her mind, and might pve 
the way for resuming the letter that was hard to write. 
She waited a moment at the window, thinking of the 
past life to which she was soon to return, before she 
took up the pen again. 

Her window looked eastward. The dusky glare of 
lighted London met her as her eyes rested on the sly. 
It seemed to beckon her back to the horror of the cmel 
streets — to point her way mockingly to the bridges 
over the black river — to lure her to the top of be 
parapet, and the dreadful leap into God's arms, or into 
annihilation — who knew which ? 

She turned, shuddering, from the window. ' Will 
it end in that way,' she asked herself, « if the matron 
says No ? 
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She began her letter. 

'Dear Madam, — So long a time has passed sincti 
you heard from me, that I almost shrink from writing 
to you. I am afraid you have already given me up in 
your own mind as a hard-hearted, ungrateful woman. 

* I have been leading a false life ; I have not been 
fit to write to you before to-day. Now, when I am 
doing what I can to atone to those whom I have injured 
— now, when I repent with my whole heart — may I ask 
leave to return to the friend who has borne with me 
and helped me through many miserable years? Oh, 
madam, do not cast me off ! I have no one to turn to 
but you. 

' Will you let me own everything to you ? Will 
you forgive me when you know what I have done ? 
Will you take me back into the Eefuge, if you have 
any employment for me by which I may earn my shelter 
and my bread ? 

'Before the night comes I must leave the house 
from which I am now writing. I have nowhere to go 
to. The little money, the few valuable possessions I 
have, must be left behind me : they have been obtained 
under false pretences ; they are not mine. No more 
forlorn creature than I am lives at this moment. You 
are a Christian woman. Not for my sake — for Christ's 
sake, pity me and take me back. 

* I am a good nurse, as you know, and I am a quick 
worker with my needle. In one way or the other, can 
jrou not find occupation for me ? 

* I could also teach, in a very unpretending way. 
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But that is useless. Who would trust their children to a 
woman without a character ? There is no hope for me in 
this direction. And yet I am so fond of children ! I think 
I could be — not happy again, perhaps, but content with 
my lot, if I could be associated with them in some way 
Are there not charitable societies which are trying to 
help and protect destitute children wandering about 
the streets ? I think of my own wretched childhood — 
and oh ! I should so like to be employed in saving other 
children from ending as I have ended. I could workj 
for such an object as that, from morning to night, and 
never feel weary. All my heart would be in it ; and I 
should have this advantage over happy and prosperous 
women — I should have nothing else to think of. 
Surely they might trust me with the poor little starv- 
ing wanderers of the streets — if you said a word for 
me ? If I am asking too much, please forgive me. I 
am so wretched, madam — so lonely and so weary of my 
ijfe. 

' There is only one thing more. My time here is 
very short. Will you please reply to this letter (to say 
yes or no) by telegram ? 

' The name by which you know me is not the name 
by which I have been known here. I must beg you to 
address the telegram to " The Rev. Julian Gray, Mable- 
thorpe House, Kensington." He is here, and he will 
show it to me. No words of mine can describe what 
I owe to him. He has never despaired of me — he has 
saved me from myself. Grod bless and reward the 
kindest, truest, best man I have ever know n I 

' I have no more to say, except to ask you to ex- 
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euse this long letter, and to believe me your grateful 
servant, 

She signed and enclosed the letter and wrote the 
address. Then, for the first time, an obstacle which 
she ought ^0 have seen before showed itself, standing 
straight in her way. 

There was no time to forward her letter in the 
ordinary manner by post. It must be taken to its 
destination by a private messenger. Lady Janet's 
servants had hitherto been, one and all, at her dis- 
posal. Could she presume to employ them on her own 
affairs when she might be dismissed from the house, a 
disgraced woman, in half an hour's time ? Of the two 
alternatives, it seemed better to take her chance, and 
present herself at the Eefuge, without asking leave 
first. 

While she was still considering the question, she 
was startled by a knock at her door. On opening it. 
she admitted Lady Janet's maid with a morsel of folded 
note paper in her hand. 

' From my lady, miss,' said the woman, giving her 
the note. ' There is no answer.' 

Mercy stopped her, as she was about to leave the 
room. The appearance of the maid suggested an en- 
quiry to her. She asked if any of the servants were 
likely to be going into town that afternoon ? 

' Yes, miss. One of the grooms is going on horse- 
back, with a message to her ladyship's coachmaker.' 

The Eefuge was close by the coachmaker's place of 
business. Under the circumstances, Mercy was em* 
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boldened to make use of the man. It was a pardonable 
liberty to employ his services now. 

' Will you kindly give the groom that letter for me?' 
Bhe said. < It will not take him out of his way. He 
has only to deliver it — nothing more.' 

The woman willingly complied with the request. 
Left once more by herself, Mercy looked at the little 
note which had been placed in her hands. 

It was the first time that her benefactress had em- 
ployed this formal method of communicating with her 
when they were both in the house. What did such a 
departure from established habits mean ? Had she 
received her notice of dismissal? Had Lady Janet's 
quick intelligence found its way already to a suspicion 
of the truth? Mercy's nerves were unstrung. She 
trembled pitiably as she opened the folded note. 

It began without a form of address, and it ended 
without a signature. Thus it ran : 

* I must request you to delay for a little while the 
explanation which you have promised me. At my age, 
painful surprises are very trying things. I must have 
time to compose myself, before I can hear what you 
have to say. You shall not be kept waiting longer 
than I can help. In the meanwhile, everything will 
go on as usual. My nephew, Julian, and Horace 
Holmcroft, and the lady whom I found in the dining- 
room, will, by my desire, remain in the house until I 
am able to meet them, and to meet you, again.' 

There the note ended. To what conclusion did it 
point? 

Had Lady Janet really guessed the truth ? or bad 
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she only surmised that her adopted daughter was con- 
nected in some discreditable manner with the mystery 
of ' Mercy Merrick ' ? The line in which she referred 
to the intruder in the dining-room as ' the lady,' showed 
very remarkably that her opinions had undergone a 
change in that quarter. But was the phrase enough 
of itself to justify the inference that she had actually 
anticipated the nature of Mercy's confession ? It was 
not easy to decide that doubt at the moment — and it 
proved to be equally difficult to throw any light on it 
at an after time. To the end of her life, Lady Janet 
resolutely refused to communicate to anyone the con- 
clusions which she might have privately formed, the 
griefs which she might have secretly stifled, on that 
memorable day. 

Amid much, however, which was beset with uncer- 
tainty, one thing at least was clear. The time at 
Mercy's disposal in her own room had been indefinitely 
prolonged by Mercy's benefactress. Hours might pass 
before the disclosure to which she stood committed 
would be expected from her. In those hours she might 
surely compose her mind sufficiently to be able to write 
her letter of confession to Julian Gray. 

Standing near her glass, as these thoughts occurred 
to her, she noticed the reflection of herself still arrayed 
in the rich dress, still wearing the jewels which Lady 
Janet had given to her. 

She shuddered as the remembrance of what Grace 
Koseberry had said recurred to her mind. The plain 
dress in which she had entered Mablethorpe Housa 
still hung in a dark corner of her wardrobe. She put 
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ner jewels back in the casket, and dressed herself in the 
plain black gown. ' I shall take nothing away with 
uie,' she thought, as she looked her last at the wardrobe 
and the jewels. ' Miss Eoseberry will find all her pre- 
sents here when she takes possession of this room.' 

She seated herself again at the table — bent on 
making another attempt to write her letter to Julian 
Resting her head on her hand, she tried to trace her 
way through the labyrinth of the past, beginning with 
the day when she had met Grace Eoseberry in the 
French cottage, and ending with the day which had 
broxight them face to face, for the second time, in the 
dining-room at Mablethorpe House. 

The chain of events began to unroll itself in her 
mind clearly, link by link. 

She remarked, as she pursued the retrospect, how 
strangely Chance or Fate had paved the way for the 
act of personation, in the first place. She had met 
with Grace Eoseberry under those extraordinary cir- 
cumstances of common trial and common peril, in a 
strange country, which would especially predispose two 
women of the same nation to open their hearts to each 
other. In no other way could she have obtained, at a 
first interview, that fatal knowledge of Grace's position 
and Grace's affairs which had placed temptation before 
her, as the necessary consequence that followed the 
bursting of the German shell. 

Advancing from this point, through the succeeding 
Beries of events which had so naturally, and yet so 
strangely, favoured the perpetration of the fraud, 
Mercy reached the later period when Grac-s had ioh 
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jowed her to England. Here again, she remarked, in 
the second place, how Chance or Fate had once more 
paved the way for that second meeting which had con- 
fronted them with one another at Mablethorpe House. 

She had, as she well remembered, attended at a 
certain assembly (convened by a charitable society; in 
the character of Lady Janet's representative, at Lady 
Janet's own request. For that reason, she had beer, 
absent from the house when Grace had entered it. If 
her return had been delayed by a few minutes only, 
Julian would have had time to remove Grace from the 
room ; and the terrible meeting which had stretched 
Mercy senseless on the floor would never have taken 
place. As the event had happened, the persons assem- 
bled at the society's rooms had disagreed so seriously 
on the business which had brought them together as 
to render it necessary to take the ordinary course of 
adjourning the proceedings to a future day. And 
Chance, or Fate, had so timed that adjournment as to 
bring Mercy back into the dining-room exactly at the 
moment when Grrace Roseberry insisted on being con- 
fronted with the woman who had taken her place ! 

She had never yet seen the circumstances in this 
sinister light. She was alone, at a crisis in her life. 
She was worn and weakened by contending emotions 
which had shaken her to the soul. 

Little by little, she felt the enervating influences 
let loose on her, in her lonely position, by her new 
train of thought. Little by little, her heart began to 
sink under the stealthy chill of superstitious dread. 
Vaguely horrible presentiments throbbed in her with 
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her pulses, flowed through her with her blood. Mystia 
oppressions of hidden disaster hovered over her in 
the atmosphere of the room. The cheerful candlelight 
turned traitor to her and grew dim. Supernatural 
murmurs trembled round the house in the moaning of 
the winter wind. She was afraid to look behind her. On 
a sudden, she felt her own cold hands covering her face, 
without knowing when she had lifted them to it, or why. 

Still helpless under the horror that held her, she 
suddenly heard footsteps — a man's footsteps — in the 
corridor outside. At other times the sound would have 
startled her : now it broke the spell. The footsteps 
suggested life, companionship, human interposition — 
no matter of what sort. She mechanically took up 
her pen ; she found herself beginning to remember 
her letter to Julian Grray. 

At the same moment the footsteps stopped outside 
her door. The man knocked. 

She still felt shaken. She was hardly mistress of 
herself yet. A faint cry of alarm escaped her at the 
sound of the knock. Before it could be repeated she 
had rallied her courage, and had opened the door. 

The man in the corridor was Horace Holmcroft. 

His ruddy complexion had turned pale. His hair 
(of which he was especially careful at other times) was 
in disorder. The superficial polish of his manner was 
gone; the undisguised man, sullen, distrustful, irri- 
tated to the last degree of endurance, showed through. 
He looked at her with a watchfully-suspicious eye ; he 
spoke to her withovt preface or apology, in a coldly 
angry voice : 
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' Are you aware,' he asked, ' of what is going on 
downstairs ? ' 

' I have not left my room,' she answered. * I 
know that Lady Janet has deferred the explanation 
which I had promised to give her, and I know no 
more.' 

' Has nobody told you what Lady Janet did after 
you left us ? Has nobody told you that she politely 
placed her own boudoir at the disposal of the very 
woman whom she had ordered half an hour before to 
leave the house ? Do you really not know that Mr. 
Julian Gray has himself conducted this suddenly- 
honoured guest to her place of retirement ? and that 
I am left alone in the midst of these changes, con- 
tradictions, and mysteries — the only person who is 
kept out in the dark ? ' 

* It is surely needless to ask me these questions,' 
said Mercy, gently. ' Who could possibly have told 
me what was going on below stairs, before you knocked 
at my door ? ' 

He looked at her with an ironical affectation of 
surprise. 

* You are strangely forgetful to-day,' he said 
' Surely your friend Mr. Julian Gray might have told 
you ? I am astonished to hear that he has not had 
his private interview yet.' 

' I don't understand you, Horace.' 

' I don't want you to understand me,' he retorted 
irritably. ' The proper person to understand me is 
Julian Gray. I look to him to account to me for the 
confidential relations which seem to have been estab- 

s 
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lished between you behind my back. He has avoided 
me thus far, but I shall find my way to him yet.' 

His manner threatened more than his words ex- 
pressed. In Mercy's nervous condition at the moment, 
it suggested to her that he might attempt to fasten a 
quarrel on Julian Gray. 

' You are entirely mistaken,' she said warmly. 
' You are ungratefully doubting your best and truest 
friend. I say nothing of myself. You will soon dis- 
cover why I patiently submit to suspicions which other 
women would resent as an insult.' 

' Let me discover it at once. Now ! Without 
wasting a moment more ! ' 

There had hitherto been some little distance be- 
tween them. Mercy had listened, waiting on the 
threshold of her door ; Horace had spoken, standing 
against the opposite wall of the corridor. When he 
said his last words, he suddenly stepped forward, and 
(with something imperative in the gesture) laid his 
hand on her arm. The strong grasp of it almost hurt 
her. She struggled to release herself 

' Let me go ! ' she said. ' What do you mean ? ' 

He dropped her arm as suddenly as he had taken it. 

' You shall know what I mean,' he replied. * A 
woman who has grossly outraged and insulted you — 
whose only excuse is that she is mad — is detained in 
the house at your desire, I might almost say at your 
command, when the police-officer is waiting to take 
her away. I have a right to know what this means. 
I am engaged to marry you. If you won't trust other 
peopie, vou are bound to explain yourself to Me. I 
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refuse to wait for Lady Janet's convenience. I insist 
(if you force me to say so) — I insist on knowing the 
real nature of your connection with this affair. You 
have obliged me to follow you here ; it is my only 
opportunity of speaking to you. You avoid me ; you 
shut yourself up from me in your own room. I am 
not your husband yet — I have no right to follow you 
in. But there are other rooms open to us. The library 
is at our disposal, and I will take care that we are not 
interrupted. I am now going there, and I have a last 
question to ask. You are to be my wife in a week's 
time ; will you take me into your confidence or no t ? ' 

To hesitate was, in this case, literally to be lost. 
Mercy's sense of justice told her that Horace had 
claimed no more than his due. She answered in- 
stantly. 

'I will follow you to the library, Horace, in five 
minutes.' 

Her prompt and frank compliance with his wishes 
surprised and touched him. He took her hand. 

She had endured all that his angry sense of injury 
could say. His gratitude wounded her to the quick. 
The bitterest moment she had felt yet was the mo- 
ment in which he raised her hand to his lips, and 
murmured tenderly, ' My own true Grace !' She could 
only sign to him to leave her, and hurry back into her 
own room. 

Her first feeling, when she found herself alone 
again, was wonder — wonder that it should never have 
occurred to her, until he had himself suggested it, that 
her betrothed husband had the foremost right to her 
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confession. Her horror of owning to either of them 
that she had cheated them out of their love had hitherto 
placed Horace and Lady Janet on the same level. She 
now saw for tbe first time that there was no comparison 
between the claims which they respectively had on her. 
She owed an allegiance to Horace to which Lady Janet 
could assert no right. Cost her what it might to avow 
the truth to him with her own lips, the cruel sacrifice 
must be made. 

Without a moment's hesitation, she put away her 
writing materials. It amazed her that she should ever 
have thought of using Julian Gray as an interpreter 
between the man to whom she was betrothed and her- 
self. Julian's sympathy (she thought) must have made 
a strong impression on her indeed, to blind her to a 
duty which was beyond all compromise, which admitted 
of no dispute ! 

She had asked for five minutes of delay before she 
followed Horace. It was too long a time. 

Her one chance of finding courage to crush him 
with the dreadful revelation of what she had really 
done was to plunge headlong into the disclosure 
without giving herself time to think. The shame of 
it would inevitably overpower her if she gave herself 
time to think. 

She turned to the door to follow him at once. 

Even at that trying moment, the most ineradicable 
of all a woman's instincts — the instinct of personal self- 
respect — brought her to a pause. She had passed through 
more than one terrible trial since she had dressed to go 
downstairs. Remembering this, she stopped mechani- 
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cally, retraced her steps, and looked at herself in the 
glass. 

There was no motive of vanity in what she now did. 
The action was as unconscious as if she had buttoned 
an unfastened glove, or shaken out a crumpled dress. 
Not the faintest idea crossed her mind of looking to 
see if her beauty might still plead for her, and of try- 
ing to set it off at its best. 

A momentary smile, the most weary, the most 
hopeless that ever saddened a woman's face, appeared 
in the reflection which her mirror gave her back. 
' Haggard, ghastly, old before my time ! ' she said to 
herself. ' Well ! better so. He will feel it less — he 
will not regret me.' 

With that thought she went downstairs to meet 
him in the library. 



CHAPTER THE TWENTY-SECOND. 

THE MAN IN THE DINING-KOOM. 

In the great emergencies of life we feel, or we act, 
as our dispositions incline us. But we never think 
Mercy's mind was a blank as she descended the stairs. 
On her way down, she was conscious of nothing but the 
one headlong impulse to get to the library in the 
shortest possible space of time. Arrived at the door, 
the impulse capriciously left her. She stopped on the 
mat, wondering why she had hurried herself, with time 
to spare. Her heart sank ; the fever of ber excite- 
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ment changed suddenly to a chill, as she faced the 
closed door, and asked herself the question, Dare I go 
in? 

Her own hand answered her. She lifted it to turn 
the handle of the lock. It dropped again helplessly at 
her side. 

The sense of her own irresolution wrung from hei 
a low exclamation of despair. Faint as it was, it had 
apparently not passed unheard. The door was opened 
from within — and Horace stood before her. 

He drew aside to let her pass into the room. But 
he never followed her in. He stood in the doorway, 
and spoke to her, keeping the door op-n with his 
hand. 

' Do you mind waiting here for me ? ' he asked. 

She looked at him, in vacant surprise, doubting 
whether she had heard him aright. 

* It will not be for long,' he went on. ' I am far 
too anxious to hear what you have to tell me to submit 
to any needless delays. The truth is, I have had a 
message from Lady Janet.' 

(From Lady Janet ! What could Lady Janet want 
with him, at a time when she was bent on composing 
herself in the retirement of her own room ?) 

' I ought to have said two messages,' Horace pro- 
ceeded. ' The first was given to me on my way down- 
stairs. Lady Janet wished to see me immediately. I 
sent an excuse. A second message followed. Lady 
Janet would accept no excuse. If I refused to go to 
her I should be merely obliging her to come to me. 
It is impossible to risk being interrupted in that way , 
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my only alternative is to get the thing over as soon aa 
possible. Do you mind waiting ? ' 

' Certainly not. Have you any idea of what Lady 
Janet wants with you ? ' 

* No. Whatever it is, she shall not keep me long 
away from you. You will be quite alone here ; I have 
warned the servants not to show anyone in.' With 
those words, he left her. 

Mercy's first sensation was a sensation of relief — 
soon lost in a feeling of shame at the weakness which 
could welcome any temporary relief in such a position 
as hers. The emotion thus roused merged in its 
turn into a sense of impatient regret. ' But for Lady 
Janet's message,' she thought to herself, ' I might have 
known my fate by this time ! ' 

The slow minutes followed each other drearily. She 
paced to and fro in the library, faster and faster, under 
the intolerable irritation, the maddening uncertainty, 
of her own suspense. Ere long, even the spacious 
room seemed to be too small for her. The sober 
monotony of the long book-lined shelves oppressed 
and offended her. She threw open the door which led 
into the dining-room, and dashed in, eager for a change 
of objects, athirst for more space and more air. 

At the first step, she checked herself; rooted to the 
spot, under a sudden revulsion of feeling which quieted 
her in an instant. 

The room was only illuminated by the waning 
firelight. A man was obscurely visible seated on the 
sofa, with his elbows on his knees and his head resting 
on his hands. He looked up, as the open door let in 
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the light from the library lamps. The mellow glow 
reached his face, ard revealed Julian Gray. 

Mercy was standing with her back to the light ; her 
face being necessarily hidden in deep shadow. He 
recognised her by her figure, and by the attitude into 
which it unconsciously fell. That unsought grace, 
that lithe long beauty of line, belonged to but one 
woman in the house. He rose, and approached her. 

' I have been wishing to see you,' he said, ' and 
hoping that accident might bring about some such 
meeting as this.' 

He offered her a chair. Mercy hesitated before she 
took her seat. This was their first meeting alone 
since Lady Janet had interrupted her at the moment 
when she was about to confide to Julian the melan- 
choly story of the past. "Was he anxious to seize the 
opportunity of returning to her confession ? The 
terms :n which he had addressed her seemed to imply 
it. She put the question to him in plain words. 

' I feel the deepest interest in hearing all that you 
have still to confide to me,' he answered. ' But anxious 
as I may be, I will not hurry you. I will wait, if you 
wish it.' 

' I am afraid I must own that I do wish it,' Mercy 
rejoined. ' Not on my own account — but because my 
time is at the disposal of Horace Holmcroft. I expect 
to see him in a few minutes.' 

'Could you give me those few minutes?' Julian 
asked. ' I have something, on my side, to say to you, 
which I think you ought to know, before you see any- 
one — Horace himself included.' 
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He spoke with a certain depression of tope which 
was not associated with her previous experience of him. 
His face looked prematurely old and care-worn, in the 
red light of the fire. Something had plainly hap- 
pened to sadden and to disappoint him since they had 
last met. 

' I willingly offer you all the time that I have at 
my own command,' Mercy replied. 'Does what you 
have to tell me relate to Lady Janet ? ' 

He gave her no direct reply. ' What I have to 
tell you of Lady Janet,' he said gravely, ' is soon told. 
So far as she is concerned, you have nothing more to 
dread. Lady Janet knows all.' 

Even the heavy weight of oppression caused by 
the impending interview with Horace failed to hold its 
place in Mercy's mind when Julian answered her in 
those words. 

' Come into the lighted room,' she said faintly. ' It 
is too terrible to hear you say that in the dark.' 

Julian followed her into the library. Her limbs 
trembled under her. She dropped into a chair, and 
shrank under his great bright eyes, as he stood by her 
side looking sadly down on her. 

* Lady Janet knows all ! ' she repeated, with her 
head on her breast, and the tears falling slowly over 
her cheeks. ' Have you told her ? ' 

* I have said nothing to Lady Janet or to anyone. 
Your confidence is a sacred confidence to me, until you 
have spoken first.' 

' Has Lady Janet said anything to you ? ' 

'Not a word. She has looked at you with the 



266 The New Magdalen. 

vigilant eyes of love ; she has listened to you with the 
quick hearing of love — and she has found her own way 
to the truth. She will not speak of it to me — she will 
not speak of it to any living creature. I only know 
now how dearly she loved you. In spite of herself she 
clings to you still. Her life, poor soul, has been a 
barren one ; unworthy, miserably unworthy, of such a 
nature as hers. Her marriage was loveless and child- 
less. She has had admirers, but never, in the higher 
sense of the word, a friend. All the best years of her 
life have been wasted in the unsatisfied longing for 
something to love. At the end of her life You have 
filled the void. Her heart has found its youth again, 
through You. At her age — at any age — is such a tie 
as thia to be rudely broken at the mere bidding of 
circumstances? No! She will suffer anything, risk 
anything, forgive anything, rather than own, even to 
herself, that she has been deceived in you. There is 
more than her happiness at stake ; there is pride, a 
noble pride, in such love as hers, which will ignore 
the plainest discovery and deny the most unanswerable 
truth. I am firmly convinced — from my own knowledge 
of her character, and from what I have observed in her 
to-day — that she will find some excuse for refusing to 
hear your confession. And more than that, I believe (if 
the exertion of her influence can do it), that she will 
leave no means untried of preventing you from acknow- 
ledging your true position here to any living creature. 
I take a serious responsibility on myself in telling 
you this — and I don't shrink from it. You ought to 
know, and you shall know, what trials and what tempta- 
tions mav yet lie before you. 1 
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He paused — leaving Mercy time to compose herself, 
if she wished to speak to him. 

She felt that there was a necessity for her speaking 
to him. He was plainly not aware that Lady Janet 
had already written to her to defer her promised ex- 
planation. This circumstance was in itself a confirma- 
tion of the opinion which he had expressed. She ought 
to mention it to him. She tried to mention it to 
him. But she was not equal to the effort. The few 
simple words in which he had touched on tlie tie that 
bound Lady Janet to her had wrung her heart. Her 
tears choked her. She could only sign to him to go on. 

' You may wonder at my speaking so positively,' 
he continued, ' with nothing better than my own con- 
viction to justify me. I can only say that I have 
watched Lady Janet too closely to feel any doubt. I 
saw the moment in which the truth flashed on her as 
plainly as I now see you. It did not disclose itself 
gradually — it burst on her, as it burst on me. She 
suspected nothing — she was frankly indignant at your 
Budden interference and your strange language — until 
the time came when you pledged yourself to produce 
Mercy Merrick. Then (and then only) the truth broke 
on her mind; trebly revealed to her in your words, 
your voice, and your look. Then (and then only) I saw 
a marked change come over her, and remain in her 
while she remained in the room. I dread to think of 
what she may do in the first reckless despair of the 
discovery that she has made. I distrust — though God 
knows I am not naturally a suspicious man — the most 
apparently trifling events that are now taking place 
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about us. You have held nobly to your resolution to 
own the truth. Prepare yourself, before the evening is 
over, to be tried and tempted again.' 

Mercy lifted her head. Fear took the place of 
grief in her eyes as they rested in startled enquiry on 
Julian's face. 

' How is it possible that temptation can come to me 
now ? ' she asked. 

' I will leave it to events to answer that question,' 
he said. ' You will not have long to wait. In the 
meantime I have put you on your guard.' He stooped, 
and spoke his next words earnestly, close at her ear. 
' Hold fast by the admirable courage which you have 
shown thus far,' he went on. ' Suffer anything, rather 
than suffer the degradation of yourself. Be the woman 
whom I once spoke of — the woman I still have in my 
mind — who can nobly reveal the noble nature that is 
in her. And never forget this — my faith in you is as 
firm as ever ! ' 

She looked at him proudly and gratefully. 

' I am pledged to justify your faith in me,' she 
said. * I have put it out of my own power to yield. 
Horace has my promise that I will explain every- 
thing to him in this room.' 

Julian started. 

' Has Horace himself asked it of you ? ' he enquired 
'He, at least, has no suspicion of the truth.' 

' Horace has appealed to my duty to him as his 
betrothed wife,' she answered. ' He has the first claim 
to my confidence — he resents my silence, and he has 
a right to resent it. Terrible as it will be to open 
his eyes to the truth, I must do it if he asks me.' 
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She was looking at Julian while she spoke. The 
old longing to associate with the hard trial of the 
confession the one man who had felt for her and 
believed in her revived under another form. If she 
could only know, while she was saying the fatal words 
to Horace, that Julian was listening too, she would be 
encouraged to meet the worst that could happen ! 
As the idea crossed her mind she observed that Julian 
was looking towards the door through which they had 
lately passed. In an instant she saw the means to her 
end. Hardly waiting to hear the few kind expres- 
sions of sympathy and approval which he addressed 
to her, she hinted timidly at the proposal which she 
had now to make to him. 

4 Are you going back into the next room ? ' she 
asked. 

'Not if you object to it,' he replied. 

' I don't object. I want you to be there.' 

' After Horace has joined you ? ' 

' Yes. After Horace has joined me.' 

' Do you wish to see me when it is over ? ' 

She summoned her resolution, and told him frankly 
what she had in her mind. 

' I want you to be near me while I am speaking 
to Horace,' she said. ' It will give i^e courage if 
I can feel that I am speaking to you as well as to 
him. I can count on your sympathy — and sympathy 
is so precious to me now ! Am I asking too much 
if I ask you to leave the door unclosed when you go 
back to the Jining-room ? Think of the dreadful 
trial — to him as well as to me ! I am only a woman 
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I am afraid I may sink under it if I have no friend 
near me. And I have no friend but you.' 

In those simple words she tried her powers of per- 
suasion on him for the first time. 

Between perplexity and distress, Julian was, for the 
moment, at a loss how to answer her. The love for 
Mercy which he dared not acknowledge was as vital a 
feeling in him as the faith in her which he had been 
free to avow. To refuse anything that she asked of 
him in her sore need — and, more even than that, to 
refuse to hear the confession which it had been her 
first impulse to make to him — these were cruel sacri- 
fices to his sense of what was due to Horace and of 
what was due to himself. But shrink as he might, 
even from the appearance of deserting her, it was im- 
possible for him (except under a reserve which was 
almost equivalent to a denial) to grant her request. 

' All that I can do I will do,' he said. ' The door 
shall be left unclosed, and I will remain in the next 
room, on this condition — that Horace knows of it as 
well as you. I should be unworthy of your confidence 
in me if I consented to be a listener on any other 
terms. You understand that, I am sure, as well as 
I do.' 

She had never thought of her proposal to him in 
this light. Womanlike, she had thought of nothing 
but the comfort of having him near her. She under- 
stood him now. A faint flush of shame rose on her pale 
cheeks as she thanked him. He delicately relieved 
her from her embarrassment by putting a question 
which naturally occurred under the circumstances. 
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' Where is Horace all this time ? ' he asked. ' Why 
is he not here ? ' 

1 He has been called away,' she answered, ' by a 
message from Lady Janet.' 

The reply more than astonished Julian ; it seemed 
almost to alarm him. He returned to Mercy's chair ; 
he said to her eagerly, ' Are you sure ? ' 

' Horace himself told me that Lady Janet had 
insisted on seeing him.' 

< When ? ' 

' Not long ago. He asked me to wait for him here, 
while he went upstairs.' 

Julian's face darkened ominously. 

' This confirms my worst fears,' he said. ' Have you 
had any communication with Lady Janet ? ' 

Mercy replied by showing him his aunt's note. He 
read it carefully through. 

' Did I not tell you,' he said, ' that she would find 
some excuse for refusing to hear your confession ? She 
begins by delaying it, simply to gain time for some- 
thing else which she has it in her mind to do. When 
did you receive this note? Soon after you went 
upstairs ? ' 

' About a quarter of an hour after, as well as I can 
guess.' 

' Do you know what happened down here, after you 
left us?"' 

* Horace told me that Lady Janet had offered Miss 
Koseberry the use of her boudoir.' 

' Any more ? ' 

' He said that you had shown her the way to the room.' 
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' Did he tell you what happened after that ? ' 

'No.' 

' Then I must tell you. If I can do nothing more 
in this serious state of things, I can at least prevent 
your being taken by surprise. In the first place, it is 
right you should know that I had a motive for ac 
companying Miss Eoseberry to the boudoir. I was 
anxious (for your sake) .0 make some appeal to her 
better self — if she had any better self to address. I 
own I had doubts of my success — judging by what I 
had already seen of her. My doubts were confirmed 
In the ordinary intercourse of life, I should merely have 
thought her a commonplace uninteresting woman. See- 
ing her as I saw her while we were alone — in other 
words, penetrating below the surface — I have never, in 
all my sad experience, met with such a hopelessly 
narrow, mean, and low nature as hers. Understanding, 
as she could not fail to do, what the sudden change in 
Lady Janet's behaviour towards her really meant, her 
one idea was to take the cruellest possible advantage of 
it. So far from feeling any consideration for you, she 
was only additionally embittered towards you. She 
protested against your being permitted to claim the 
merit of placing her in her right position here, by your 
own voluntary avowal of the truth. She insisted on 
publicly denouncing you, and on forcing Lady Janet to 
dismiss you, unheard, before the whole household. 
" Now I can have my revenge ! At last Lady Janet is 
afraid of me ! " Those were her own words — I am 
almost ashamed to repeat them — those, on my honour, 
were her own words ! Every possible humiliation to be 
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heaped on you ; no consideration to be shown for Lad} 
Janet's age and Lady Janet's position ; nothing, abso- 
lutely nothing, to be allowed to interfere with Miss 
Roseberry's vengeance and Miss Roseberry's triumph : 
There is this woman's shameless view of what is due to 
her, as stated by herself in the plainest terms. I kept 
my temper ; I did all I could to bring her to a better 
frame of mind. I might as well have pleaded — I won't 
say with a savage ; savages are sometimes accessible to 
remonstrance, if you know how to reach them — I might 
as well have pleaded with a hungry animal to abstain 
from eating while food was within its reach. I had just 
given up the hopeless effort in disgust, when Lady 
Janet's maid appeared with a message for Miss Rose- 
berry from her mistress : " My lady's compliments, 
ma'am, and she would be glad to see you at your 
earliest convenience, in her room." ' 

(Another surprise ! Grace Roseberry invited to an 
interview with Lady Janet ! It would have been im- 
possible to believe it if Julian had not heard the in- 
vitation with his own ears. ) 

' She instantly rose,' Julian proceeded. ' " I won't 
keep her ladyship waiting a moment," she said ; " show 
me the way." She signed to the maid to go out of the 
room first, and then turned round and spoke to me from 
the door. I despair of describing the insolent exultation 
of her manner — I can only repeat her words r " This is 
exactly what I wanted ! I had intended to insist on 
seeing Lady Janet : she saves me the trouble ; I am 
infinitely obliged to her." With that, she nodded to 
me, and closed the door. I have not seen her, I have 

T 
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not heard of her, since. For all I know, she may be 
still with my aunt, and Horace may have found hei 
there when he entered the room.' 

' What can Lady Janet have to say to her ? ' Mercy 
asked eagerly. 

' It is impossible even to guess. When you found 
me in the dining-room I was considering that very 
question. I cannot imagine that any neutral ground 
can exist on which it is possible for Lady Janet and 
this woman to meet. In her present frame of mind, 
she will in all probability insult Lady Janet before 
they have been five minutes together. I own I am 
completely puzzled. The one conclusion I can arrive 
at is, that the note which my aunt sent to you, the 
private interview with Miss Koseberry which has fol- 
lowed, and the summons to Horace which has succeeded 
in its turn, are all links in the same chain of events, 
and are all tending to that renewed temptation against 
which I have already warned you.' 

Mercy held up her hand for silence. She looked 
towards the door that opened on the hall; had she 
heard a footstep outside ? No. All was still. Not a 
sign yet of Horace's return. 

' Oh ! ' she exclaimed, ' what would I not give to 
know what is going on upstairs ! ' 

'You will soon know it now,' said Julian. 'It is 
impossible that our present uncertainty can last much 
longer.' 

He turned away, intending to go back to the room 
in which she had found him. Looking at her situation 
from a man's point of view, he naturally assumed that 
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the best service he could now render to Mercy would 
be to leave her to prepare herself for the interview with 
Horace. Before he had taken three steps away from 
her, she showed him the difference between the woman's 
point of view and the man's. The idea of considering 
beforehand what she should say never entered her mind. 
In her horror of being left by herself at that critical 
moment, she forgot every other consideration. Even 
the warning remembrance of Horace's jealous distrust 
of Julian passed away from her as completely as if it 
had never had a place in her memory. ' Don't leave 
me ! ' she cried. ' I can't wait here alone. Come back 
— come back!' 

She rose impulsively, while she spoke, as if to 
follow him into the dining-room, if he persisted in 
leaving her. 

A momentary expression of doubt crossed Julian s 
face as he retraced his steps and signed to her to be 
seated again. Could she be depended on (he asked 
himself) to sustain the coming test of her resolution, 
when she had not courage enough to wait for events 
in a room by herself? Julian had yet to learn that 
a woman's courage rises with the greatness of the 
emergency. Ask her to accompany you through a 
field in which some harmless cattle happen to be 
grazing, and it is doubtful, in nine cases out of ten, 
if she will do it, Ask her, as one of the passengers 
in a ship on fire, to help in setting an example ol 
composure to the rest, and it is certain, in nine cases 
out of ten, that she will do it. As soon as Julian had 
taken ? chair near her, Mercy was calm again. 

T 2 
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'Are you sure of your resolution?' he asked. 
' I am certain of it,' she answered, * as long as you 
don't leave me by myself.' 

The talk between them dropped there. They sat 
together, in silence, with their eyes fixed on the door, 
waiting for Horace to come in. 

After the lapse of a few minutes, their attention was 
attracted by a sound outside in the grounds. A carriage 
of some sort was plainly audible, approaching the house. 

The carriage stopped; the bell rang; the front door 
was opened. Had a visitor arrived ? No voice could 
be heard making enquiries. No footsteps but the 
servant's footsteps crossed the hall. A long pause fol- 
lowed; the carriage remaining at the door. Instead 
of bringing some one to the house, it had apparently 
arrived to take some one away. 

The next event was the return of the servant to 
the front door. They listened again. Again, no second 
footstep was audible. The door was closed ; the servant 
recrossed the hall ; the carriage was driven away. 
Judging by sounds alone, no one had arrived at the 
house, and no one had left the house. 

Julian looked at Mercy. ' Do you understand this V 
he asked. 

She silently shook her head. 

'If any person has gone away in the carriage, 
Julian went on, ' that person can hardly have been a 
man, or we must have heard him in the hall.' 

The conclusion which her companion had just 
drawn from the noiseless departure of the supposed 
visitor raised a sudden doubt in Mercy's mind. 
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' Go, and enquire I ' she said eagerly. 

Julian left the room ; and returned again, after a 
brief absence, with signs of grave anxiety in his face 
and manner. 

' I told you I dreaded the most trifling events that 
were passing about us,' he said. ' An event, which is 
far from being trifling, has just happened. The car 
riage which we heard approaching along the drive, 
turns out to have been a cab sent for from the house. 
The person who has gone away in it ' — - - 

' Is a woman, as you supposed ? ' 

< Yes.' 

Mercy rose excitedly from her chair. 

' It can't be Grace Koseberry ? ' she exclaimed. 

* It is Grace Koseberry.' 

' Has she gone away alone ? ' 

'Alone — after an interview with Lady Janet.' 

* Did she go willingly ? ' 

' She herself sent the servant for the cab.' 
' What does it mean ? ' 

* It is useless to enquire. We shall soon know.' 
They resumed their seats ; waiting, as they had 

waited already, with their eyes on the library door. 



CHAPTEE THE TWENTY-THIED. 

LADY JANET AT BAT. 

The narrative leaves Julian and Mercy for awhile, and, 
ascending to the upper regions of the house, follows 
Ihe march of events in Lady Janet's room. 
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The maid had delivered her mistress's note to 
Mercy, and had gone away again on her second errand 
to Grace Eoseberry in the boudoir. Lady Janet was 
seated at her writing-table, waiting for the appearance 
of the woman whom she had summoned to her pre- 
sence. A single lamp diffused its mild light over the 
books, pictures, and busts round her, leaving the 
farther end of the room, in which the bed was placed, 
almost lost in obscurity. The works of art were all 
portraits ; the books were all presentation copies from 
the authors. It was Lady Janet's fancy to associate 
her bedroom with memorials of the various persons 
whom she had known in the long course of her life — 
all of them more or less distinguished ; most of them, 
by this time, gathered with the dead. 

She sat near her writing-table, lying back in her 
easy-chair — the living realisation of the picture which 
Julian's description had drawn. Her eyes were fixed 
on a photographic likeness of Mercy, which was so 
raised upon a little gilt easel as to enable her to con- 
template it under the full light of the lamp. The 
bright mobile old face was strangely and sadly changed. 
The brow was fixed ; the mouth was rigid ; the whole 
face would have been like a mask, moulded in the 
hardest forms of passive resistance and suppressed 
rage, but for the light and life still thrown over it by 
the eyes. There was something unutterably touching 
in the keen hungering tenderness of the look which 
they fixed on the portrait, intensified by an underly- 
ing expression of fond and patient reproach The 
danger which Julian so wisely dreaded was in the rest 
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of the face ; the love which he had so truly described 
was in the eyes alone. They still spoke of the cruelly- 
profaned affection which had been the one immeasur- 
able joy, the one inexhaustible hope, of Lady Janet's 
closing life. The brow expressed nothing but her 
obstinate determination to stand by the wreck of that 
joy, to rekindle the dead ashes of that hope. The lips 
were only eloquent of her unflinching resolution to 
ignore the hateful present and to save the sacred past. 
'My idol may be shattered, but none of you shall 
know it. I stop the march of discovery ; I extinguish 
the light of truth. I am deaf to your words, I am 
blind to your proofs. At seventy years old, my idol is 
my life. It shall be my idol still.' 

The silence in the bedroom was broken by a mur- 
muring of women's voices outside the door. 

Lady Janet instantly raised herself in the chair, and 
snatched the photograph off the easel. She laid the 
portrait face downwards among some papers on the 
table — then abruptly changed her mind, and hid it 
amonp- the thick folds of lace which clothed her neck 
and bo8cm. There was a world of love in the action 
itself, di>d in the sudden softening of the eyes which 
accompanied it. The next moment Lady Janet's mask 
was on. Any superficial observer who had seen her 
now would have said, ' This is a hard woman ! ' 

The door was opened by the maid. Grace Rose- 
berry entered the room. 

She advanced rapidly, with a defiant assurance in 
her manner, and a lofty carriage of her head. She sat 
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down in the chair to which Lady Janet silently pointed, 
with a thump ; she returned Lady Janet's grave bow 
with a nod and a smile. Every movement and every 
look of the little worn, white-faced, shabbily-dressed 
woman expressed insolent triumph, and said, as if in 
words, ' My turn has come ! ' 

' I am glad to wait on your ladyship,' she began, 
without giving Lady Janet an opportunity of speaking 
first. ' Indeed, I should have felt it my duty to request 
an interview if you had not sent your maid to invite 
me up here.' 

' You would have felt it your duty to request an 
interview ? ' Lady Janet repeated very quietly. ' Why ? ' 

The tone in which that one last word was spoken 
embarrassed Grace at the outset. It established as 
great a distance between Lady Janet and herself as if 
she had been lifted in her chair and conveyed bodily 
to the other end of the room. 

' I am surprised that your ladyship should not un- 
derstand me,' she said, struggling to conceal her confu- 
sion. ' Especially after your kind offer of your own 
boudoir.' 

Lady Janet remained perfectly unmoved. * 1 do 
not understand you,' she answered, just as quietly as 
ever. 

Grace's temper came to her assistance. She reco- 
vered the assurance which had marked her first appear- 
ance on the scene. 

'In that case,' she resumed, <I must enter into 
particulars, in justice to myself. I can place but one 
interpretation on the extraordinary change in your lady- 
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ship's behaviour to me downstairs. The conduct of that 
abominable woman has, at last, opened your eyes to the 
deception that has been practised on you. For some 
reason of your own, however, you have not yet chosen to 
recognise me openly. In this painful position something 
is due to my own self-respect. I cannot, and will not, 
permit Mercy Merrick to claim the merit of restoring 
me to my proper place in this house. After what I 
have suffered, it is quite impossible for me to endure 
that. I should have requested an interview (if you 
had not sent for me) for the express purpose of claiming 
this person's immediate expulsion from the house. I 
claim it now as a proper concession to Me. "Whatever 
you or Mr. Julian Gray may do, I will not tamely per- 
mit her to exhibit herself as an interesting penitent. It 
is really a little too much to hear this brazen adventuress 
appoint her own time for explaining herself. It is too 
deliberately insulting to see her sail out of the room — 
with a clergyman of the Church of England opening the 
door for her — as if she was laying me under an obliga- 
tion ! I can forgive much, Lady Janet, including the 
terms in which you thought it decent to order me out ot 
your house. I am quite willing to accept the offer of your 
boudoir as the expression on your part of a better frame 
of mind. But even Christian charity has its limits. 
The continued presence of that wretch under your roof 
is, you will permit me to remark, not only a monument 
of your own weakness, but a perfectly insufferable insult 
to Me.' 

There she stopped abruptly — not for want of words, 
but for want of a listener. 
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Lady Janet was not even pretending to attend to her. 
Lady Janet, with a deliberate rudeness entirely foreign 
to her usual habits, was composedly busying herself in 
arranging the various papers scattered about the table 
Some she tied together with little morsels of string ; 
some she placed under paper-weights; some she de- 
posited in the fantastic pigeon-holes of a little Japanese 
cabinet — working with a placid enjoyment of her own 
orderly occupation, and perfectly unaware, to all outward 
appearance, that any second person was in the room. 
She looked up with her papers in both hands when Grace 
stopped, and said quietly, 

' Have you done ? ' 

'Is your ladyship's purpose in sending for me to 
treat me with studied rudeness ? ' Grace retorted angrily. 

' My purpose in sending for you is to say something, 
as soon as you will allow me the opportunity.' 

The impenetrable composure of that reply took 
Grace completely by surprise. She had no retort ready. 
In iheex astonishment she waited silently, with her eyes 
riveted on the mistress of the house. 

Lady Janet put down her papers, and settled herself 
comfortably in the easy chair, preparatory to opening 
the interview on her side. 

' The little that I have to say to you,' she began, 
' may be said in a question. Am I right in supposing 
that you have no present employment, and that a little 
advance in money (delicately offered) would be very 
acceptable to you ? ' 

' Do you mean to insult me, Lady Janet ? ' 

* Certainly not. I mean to ask you a question. ' 
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* Your question is an insult.' 

' My question is a kindness if you will only under- 
stand it as it is intended. I don't complain of your not 
understanding it. I don't even hold you responsible 
for any one of the many breaches of good manners 
which you have committed since you have been in this 
room. I was honestly anxious to be of some service to 
you, and you have repelled my advances. I am sorry. 
Let us drop the subject.' 

Expressing herself with the most perfect temper 
in those terms, Lady Janet resumed the arrangement 
of her papers, and became unconscious once more of 
the presence of any second person in the room. 

Grace opened her lips to reply with the utmost 
intemperance of an angry woman, and, thinking better 
of it, controlled herself. It was plainly useless to take 
the violent way with Lady Janet Eoy. Her age and 
her social position were enough of themselves to repel 
any violence. She evidently knew that, and trusted to 
it. Grrace resolved to meet the enemy on the neutral 
ground of politeness, as the most promising ground 
that she could occupy under present circumstances. 

' If I have said anything hasty, I beg to apologise 
to your ladyship,' she began. ' May I ask if your only 
object in sending for me was to enquire into my 
pecuniary affairs, with a view to assisting me ? ' 

' That,' said Lady Janet, ' was my only object.' 

' You had nothing to say to me on the subject 01 
Mercy Merrick ? ' 

'Nothing whatever. I am weary of bearing of 
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Mercy Merrick. Have you any more questions to 
ask me ? ' 

' I have one more.' 

'Yes?' 

' I wish to ask your ladyship whether you propose 
to recognise me in the presence of your household as 
the late Colonel Eoseberry's daughter ? ' 

' I have already recognised you as a lady in em- 
barrassed circumstances, who has peculiar claims on 
my consideration and forbearance. If you wish me 
to repeat those words in the presence of the servants 
(absurd as it is) I am ready to comply with your 
request.' 

Grace's temper began to get the better of her pru- 
dent resolutions. 

' Lady Janet ! ' she said, * this won't do. I must 
request you to express yourself plainly. You talk of 
my peculiar claims on your forbearance. What claims 
do you mean ? ' 

' It will be painful to both of us if we enter into 
details,' replied Lady Janet. ' Pray don't let us enter 
into details.' 

* I insist on it, madam.' 

' Pray don't insist on it.' 

Grace was deaf to remonstrance. 

' I ask you in plain words,' she went on, 'do you 
acknowledge that you have been deceived by an ad- 
venturess who has personated me ? Do you mean to 
restore me to my proper place in this house ?' 

Lady Janet returned to the arrangement of her 
papers. 
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' Does your ladyship refuse to listen to me ? ' 

Lady Janet looked up from her papers as blandly 
as ever. 

'If you persist in returning to your delusion,' she said, 
you will oblige me to persist in returning to my papers.' 

' What is my delusion, if you please ? ' 

'Your delusion is expressed in the questions you 
have just put to me. Your delusion constitutes your 
peculiar claim on my forbearance. Nothing you can 
say or do will shake my forbearance. When I first found 
you in the dining-room, I acted most improperly ; I 
lost my temper. I did worse ; I was foolish enough 
and imprudent enough to send for a police-officer. I 
owe you every possible atonement (afflicted as you are) 
for treating you in that cruel manner. I offered you 
the use of my boudoir, as part of my atonement. I 
sent for you, in the hope that you would allow me to 
assist you, as part of my atonement. You may be- 
have rudely to me, you may speak in the most abusive 
terms of my adopted daughter ; I will submit to any- 
thing, as part of my atonement. So long as you 
abstain from speaking on one painful subject, I will 
listen to you with the greatest pleasure. Whenever 
you return to that subject I shall return to my papers.' 

Grace looked at Lady Janet with an evil smile. 

'I begin to understand your ladyship,' she said. 
' You are ashamed to acknowledge that you have been 
grossly imposed upon. Your only alternative, of 
course, is to ignore everything that has happened. 
Pray count on my forbearance. I am not at all 
offended — I am merely amused. It is not every day 
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that a lady of high rank exhibits herself in such a 
position as yours to an obscure woman like me. Your 
humane consideration for me dates, I presume, from 
the time when your adopted daughter set you the ex- 
ample, by ordering the police-officer out of the room?' 

Lady Janet's composure was proof even against this 
assault on it. She gravely accepted Grace's enquiry as 
a question addressed to her in perfect good faith. 

4 1 am not at all surprised,' she replied, ' to find 
that my adopted daughter's interference has exposed 
her to misrepresentation. She ought to have remon- 
strated with me privately before she interfered. But 
she has one fault — she is too impulsive. I have never, 
in all my experience, met with such a warm-hearted 
person as she is. Always too considerate of others ; 
always too forgetful of herself ! The mere appearance 
of the police-officer placed you in a situation to appeal 
to her compassion, and her impulses carried her away 
as usual. My fault ! All my fault ! ' 

Grace changed her tone once more. She was quick 
enough to discern that Lady Janet was a match for her 
with her own weapons. 

' We have had enough of this,' she said. ' It is 
time to be serious. Your adopted daughter (as you 
call her) is Mercy Merrick — and you know it.' 

Lady Janet returned to her papers 

' I am Grace Eoseberry, whose name she has stolen 
— and you know thaV 

Lady Janet went on with her papers. 

Grace got up from her chair. 

* I accept your silence, Lady Janet,' she said, ' as 
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an acknowledgment of jour deliberate resolution to 
suppress the truth. You aie evidently determined to 
receive the adventuress as the true woman ; and you 
don't scruple to face the consequences of that pro- 
ceeding, by pretending to my face to believe that I 
am mad. I will not allow myself to be impudently 
cheated out of my rights in this way. You will hear 
from me again, madam, when the Canadian mail arrives 
in England.' 

She walked towards the door. This time Lady 
Janet answered, as readily and as explicitly as it was 
possible to desire. 

' I shall refuse to receive your letters,' she said. 

Grace returned a few steps, threateningly. 

' My letters will be followed by my witnesses,' she 
proceeded. 

* I shall refuse to receive your witnesses." 

* Eefuse at your peril. I will appeal to the law ! ' 
Lady Janet smiled. 

' I don't pretend to much knowledge of the subject,' 
she said; 'but I should be surprised indeed if I dis- 
covered that you had any claim on me which the law 
could enforce. However, let us suppose that you can 
set the law in action. You know as well as I do that 
the only motive power which can do that is — money. 
I am rich ; fees, costs, and all the rest of it are matters 
of no sort of consequence to me. May I ask if you are 
in the same position ? ' 

The question silenced Grace. So far as money was 
concerned, she was literally at the end of her resources. 
Her only friends were friends in Canada. After what 
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she had said to him in the boudoir, it would be quite 
useless to appeal to the sympathies of Julian Gray. 
In the pecuniary sense, and in one word, she was ab- 
solutely incapable of gratifying her own vindictive 
longings. And there sat the mistress of Mablethorpe 
House, perfectly well aware of it. 

Lady Janet pointed to the empty chair. 

' Suppose you sit down again ? ' she suggested. 
4 The course of our interview seems to have brought 
us back to the question that I asked you when you 
came into my room. Instead of threatening me with 
the law, suppose you consider the propriety of per- 
mitting me to be of some use to you ? I am in the 
habit of assisting ladies in embarrassed circumstances, 
and nobody knows of it but my steward — who keeps 
the accounts — and myself. Once more, let me enquire 
if a little advance of the pecuniary sort (delicately 
offered) would be acceptable to you ? ' 

Grace returned slowly to the chair that she had 
left. She stood by it, with one hand grasping the top 
rail, and with her eyes fixed in mocking scrutiny on 
Lady Janet's face. 

' At last your ladyship shows your hand,' she said. 
' Hush-money ! ' 

' You will send me back to my papers,' rejoined 
Lady Janet. ' How obstinate you are ! ' 

Grace's hand closed tighter and tighter round the 
rail of the chair. Without witnesses, without means, 
without so much as a refuge — thanks to her own coarse 
cruelties of language and conduct — in the sympathies 
of others, the sense of her isolation and her helplessness 
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was almost maddening at that final moment. A woman 
of finer sensibilities would have instantly left the room 
Grace's impenetrably hard and narrow mind impelled 
her to meet the emergency in a very different way. A 
last base vengeance, to which Lady Janet had volun- 
tarily exposed herself, was still within her reach. ' For 
the present,' she thought, * there is but one way of 
being even with your ladyship. I can cost you as much 
as possible.' 

' Pray make some allowances for me,' she said. ' I 
am not obstinate — I am only a little awkward at 
matching the audacity of a lady of high rank. I shall 
improve with practice. My own language is, as I am 
painfully aware, only plain English. Permit me to 
withdraw it, and to substitute yours. What advance is 
your ladyship (delicately) prepared to offer me ? ' 

Lady Janet opened a drawer and took out a cheque- 
book. 

The moment of relief had come at last ! The only 
question now left to discuss was evidently the question 
of amount. Lady Janet considered a little. The ques- 
tion of amount was (to her mind) in some sort a 
question of conscience as well. Her love for Mercy 
and her loathing for Grace, her horror of seeing her 
darling degraded and her affection profaned by a public 
exposure, had hurried her — there was no disputing it — 
into treating an injured woman harshly. Hateful as 
Grace Koseberry might be, her father had left her, in 
his last moments, with Lady Janet's full concurrence, to 
Lady Janet's care. But for Mercy, she would have 
been received at Mablethorpe House as Lady Janet's 

v 
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companion, with a salary of one hundred pounds a year. 
On the other hand, how long (with such a temper as 
she had revealed) would Grace have remained in the 
service of her protectress ? She would, probably, have 
been dismissed in a few weeks, with a year's salary to 
compensate her, and with a recommendation to some 
suitable employment. What would be a fair compen- 
sation now ? Lady Janet decided that five years' salary 
immediately given, and future assistance rendered if 
necessary, would represent a fit remembrance of the 
late Colonel Eoseberry's claims, and a liberal pecuniary 
acknowledgment of any harshness of treatment which 
Grace might have sustained at her hands. At the 
same time, and for the further satisfying of her own 
conscience, she determined to discover the sum which 
Grace herself would consider sufficient, by the simple 
process of making Grace herself propose the terms. 

' It is impossible for me to make you an offer,' she 
said, ' for this reason, — your need of money will depend 
greatly on your future plans. I am quite ignorant of 
your future plans.' 

' Perhaps your ladyship will kindly advise me ?' said 
Grace satirically. 

' I cannot altogether undertake to advise you,' Lady 
Janet replied. ' I can only suppose that you will 
scarcely remain in England, where you have no friends. 
Whether you go to law with me or not, you will surely 
feel the necessity of communicating personally with 
your friends in Canada. Am I right ? ' 

Grace was quite quick enough to understand this 
as it was meant. Properly interpreted the answer 
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signified — 'If you take your compensation in money, 
it is understood, as part of the bargain, that you don't 
remain in England to annoy me.' 

' Your ladyship is quite right,' she said. ' I shall 
certainly not remain in England. I shall consult my 
friends — and,' she added mentally, ' go to law with you 
afterwards, if I possibly can, with your own money ! ' 

' You will return to Canada,' Lady Janet proceeded ; 
'and your prospects there will be, probably, a little 
uncertain at first. Taking this into consideration, at 
what amount do you estimate, in your own mind, the 
pecuniary assistance which you will require i ' 

' May I count on your ladyship's kindness to correct 
me if my own ignorant calculations turn out to b« 
wrong ? ' Grace asked innocently. 

Here again the words, properly interpreted, had a 
special signification of their own : ' It is stipulated, on 
my part, that I put myself up to auction, and that my 
estimate shall be regulated by your ladyship's highest 
bid.' Thoroughly understanding the stipulation, Lady 
Janet bowed, and waited gravely. 

Gravely, on her side, Grace began. 

' I am afraid I should want more than a hundred 
pounds,' she said. 

Lady Janet made her first bid. ' I think so too.' 

' More, perhaps, than two hundred ? ' 

* Lady Janet made her second bid. ' Probably.' 

' More than three hundred ? Four hundred ? Five 
hundred ? ' 

Lady Janet made her highest bid. ' Five hundred 
pounds will do,' she said. 

v 2 
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In spite of herself, Grace's rising colour betrayed 
her ungovernable excitement. From her earliest child- 
hood she had been accustomed to see shillings and six- 
pences carefully considered before they were parted 
with. She had never known her father to possess so 
much as five golden sovereigns at his own disposal (un- 
encumbered by debt) in all her experience of him. The 
atmosphere in which she had lived and breathed was the 
all-stifling atmosphere of genteel poverty. There was 
something horrible in the greedy eagerness of her eyes 
as they watched Lady Janet, to see if she was really 
sufficiently in earnest to give away five hundred pounds 
sterling with a stroke of her pen. 

Lady Janet wrote the cheque in a few seconds, and 
pushed it across the table. 

Grace's hungry eyes devoured the golden line, ' Pay 
to myself or bearer five hundred pounds,' and verified 
the signature beneath, ' Janet Roy.' Once sure of the 
money whenever she chose to take it, the native mean- 
ness of her nature instantly asserted itself. She tossed 
ber head, and let the cheque lie on the table, with an 
over-acted appearance of caring very little whether she 
took it or not. 

' Your ladyship is not to suppose that I snap at your 
cheque,' she said. 

Lady Janet leaned back in her chair and closed hei 
eyes. The very sight of Grace Eoseberry sickened her. 
Her mind filled suddenly with the image of Mercy. 
She longed to feast her eyes again on that grand beauty, 
to fill her ears again with the melody of that gentle 
voice. 
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' I require time to consider — in justice to my own 
self-respect,' Grace went on. 

Lady Janet wearily made a sign, granting time to 
consider. 

' Your ladyship's boudoir is, I presume, still at my 
disposal ? ' 

Lady Janet silently granted the boudoir. 

' And your ladyship's servants are at my orders, if I 
have occasion to employ them ? ' 

Lady Janet suddenly opened her eyes. ' The whole 
household is at your orders! ' she cried furiously. ' Leave 
mel' 

Grace was far from being offended. If anything, 
she was gratified — there was a certain triumph in having 
stung Lady Janet into an open outbreak of temper. She 
insisted forthwith on another condition. 

' In the event of my deciding to receive the cheque, 
she said, ' I cannot, consistently with my own self- 
respect, permit it to be delivered to me otherwise than 
enclosed. Your ladyship will (if necessary) be so kind 
as to enclose it. Good evening,' 

She sauntered to the door; looking from side to 
side, with an air of supreme disparagement, at the price- 
less treasures of art which adorned the walls. Her eyes 
dropped superciliously on the carpet (the design of a 
famous French painter) as if her feet condescended in 
walking over it. The audacity with which she had 
entered the room had been marked enough ; it shrank 
to nothing before the infinitely superior proportions of 
the insolence with which she left it. 

The instant the door was closed, Lady Janet rose 
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from her chair. Eeckless of the wintry chill in the 
outer air, she threw open one of the windows. * Pah ! ' 
she exclaimed with a shudder of disgust, ' the very air 
of the room is tainted by her ! ' 

She returned to her chair. Her mood changed as 
she sat down again — her heart was with Mercy once 
more. ' Oh, my love ! ' she murmured, ' how low I have 
stooped, how miserably I have degraded myself — and 
all for You ! ' The bitterness of the retrospect was un- 
endurable. The inbred force of the woman's nature 
took refuge from it in an outburst of defiance and 
despair. * Whatever she has done, that wretch deserves 
it ! Not a living creature in this house shall say she 
has deceived me. She has not deceived me — she loveg 
me ! What do I care whether she has given me her 
true name or not ? She has given me her true heart. 
What right had Julian to play upon her feelings and 
pry into her secrets ? My poor tempted, tortured child ! 
I won't hear her confession. Not another word shall 
she say to any living creature. I am mistress — I will 
forbid it at once ! ' She snatched a piece of note-paper 
from the case ; hesitated ; and threw it from her on the 
table. ' Why not send for my darling ? ' she thought. 
' Why write ? ' She hesitated once more, and resigned 
the idea. 'No! I can't trust myself! I daren't see 
her yet ! ' 

She took up the sheet of paper again, and wrote her 
second message to Mercy. This time, the note began 
fondly with a familiar form of address. 

* My dear Child, — I have had time to think, and 
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compose myself a little, since I last wrote, requesting 
you to defer the explanation which you had promised 
me. I already understand (and appreciate) the motives 
which led you to interfere as you did downstairs, and I 
now ask you to entirely abandon the explanation. It 
will, I am sure, be painful to you (from reasons of your 
own into which I have no wish to enquire) to produce 
the person of whom you spoke, and as you know already, 
I myself am weary of hearing of her. Besides, there 
is really no need now for you to explain anything. The 
stranger whose visits here have caused us so much 
pain and anxiety will trouble us no more. She leaves 
England of her own free will, after a conversation with 
me which has perfectly succeeded in composing and 
satisfying her. Not a word more, my dear, to me, or 
to my nephew, or to any other human creature, of wha 
has happened in the dining-room to-day. When we 
next meet, let it be understood between us that the past 
is henceforth and for ever buried in oblivion. This is 
not only the earnest request — it is, if necessary, the 
positive command of your mother and friend, 

Janet Eot. 

' P.S. — I shall find opportunities (before you leave 
your room) of speaking separately to my nephew and 
to Horace Holmcroft. You need dread no embar- 
rassment, when you next meet them. I will not ask 
you to answer my note in writing. Say " Yes " to the 
maid who will bring it to you, and I shall know we 
understand each other ' 
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After sealing the envelope which enclosed these 
lines, Lady Janet addressed it, as usual, to 'Miss 
Grace Koseberry.' She was just rising to ring the 
bell, when the maid appeared with a message from the 
boudoir. The woman's tones and looks showed plainly 
that she had been made the object of Grace's insolent 
self-assertion as well as her mistress. 

'If you please, my lady, the person downstairs 
wishes'— — 

Lady Janet, frowning contemptuously, interrupted 
the message at the outset. ' I know what the person 
downstairs wishes. She has sent you for a letter 
from me ? ' 

* Yes, my lady.' 
' Anything more ? ' 

' She has sent one of the men-servants, my lady, foi 
a cab. If your ladyship had only heard how she spoke 

to him ! ' 

Lady Janet intimated by a sign that she would 
rather not hear. She at once inclosed the cheque in 
an undirected envelope. 

' Take that to her,' she said, ' and then come back 
to me.' 

Dismissing Grace Eoseberry from all further con- 
sideration, Lady Janet sat, with her letter to Mercy 
in her hand, reflecting on her position, and on the 
efforts which it might still demand from her. Pur- 
suing this train of thought, it now occurred to her 
that accident might bring Horace and Mercy together 
at any moment, and that, in Horace's present frame 
of mind, h6 would certainly insist on the explanation 
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which it was the foremost interest of her life to 
suppress. The dread of this disaster was in full pos« 
session of her when the maid returned. 

' Where is Mr. Holmcroft ? ' she asked, the moment 
the woman entered the room. 

' I saw him open the library door, my lady, just 
now, on my way upstairs.' 

' Was he alone ? ' 

' Yes, my lady.' 

' Go to him, and say I want to see him here 
immediately.' 

The maid withdrew on her second errand. Lady 
Janet rose restlessly, and closed the open window. Her 
impatient desire to make sure of Horace so completely 
mastered her, that she left her room, and met the wo- 
man in the corridor on her return. Keceiving Horace's 
message of excuse, she instantly sent back the peremp- 
tory rejoinder. ' Say that he will oblige me to go to him, 
if he persists in refusing to come to me. And, stay ! ' 
she added, remembering the undelivered letter. 'Send 
Miss Eoseberry's maid here ; I want her.' 

Left alone again, Lady Janet paced once or twice up 
and down che corridor — then grew suddenly weary of 
the sight ot it, and went back to her room. The two 
maids returned together. One of them, having an- 
nounced Horace's submission, was dismissed. The 
other was sent to Mercy's room, with Lady Janets 
letter. In a minute or two, the messenger appeared 
again, with the news that she had found the room 
empty. 

' Have you any idea where Miss Eoseberry is ? ' 
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' No, my lady,' 

' Lady Janet reflected for a moment. If Horace 
presented himself without any needless delay, the 
plain inference would be that she had succeeded in 
separating him from Mercy. If his appearance was 
suspiciously deferred, she decided on personally search- 
ing for Mercy in the reception-rooms on the lower floor 
of the house. 

' What have you done with the letter ? ' she asked. 

* I left it on Miss Eoseberry's table, my lady.' 

' Very well. Keep within hearing of the bell, in 
case I want you again.' 

Another minute brought Lady Janet's suspense to 
an end. She heard the welcome sound of a knock at 
her door from a man's hand. Horace hurriedly entered 
the room. 

' What is it you want with me, Lady Jane' ? ' he 
enquired, not very graciously. 

' Sit down, Horace, and you shall hear.' 

Horace did not accept the invitation. 

' Excuse me,' he said, ' if I mention that I am 
rather in a hurry.' 

' Why are you in a hurry ? ' 

' I have reasons for wishing to see Grrace as soon aa 
possible.' 

'And J have reasons,' Lady Janet rejoined, 'for 
wishing to speak to you about Grrace before you see 
her ; serious reasons. Sit down.' 

Horace started. 'Serious reasons!' he repeated. 
' You surprise me.' 

' I shall surprise you still more before I have done. 
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Their eyes met, as Lady Janet answered in those 
terms. Horace observed signs of agitation in her ; 
which he now noticed for the first time. His face 
darkened with an expression of sullen distrust — and 
he took the chair in silence. 



CHAPTER THE TWENTY-FOURTH. 

lady janet's letter. 

The narrative leaves Lady Janet and Horace Holmcrof t 
together, and returns to Julian and Mercy in the 
library. 

An interval passed — a long interval, measured b> 
the impatient reckoning of suspense — after the cab 
which had taken Grace Roseberry away had left the 
house. The minutes followed each other ; and still 
the warning sound of Horace's footstep was not heard 
on the marble pavement of the hall. By common 
(though unexpressed) consent, Julian and Mercy 
avoided touching upon the one subject on which 
they were now both interested alike. With their 
thoughts fixed secretly in vain speculation on the 
nature of the interview which was then taking place 
in Lady Janet's room, they tried to speak on topics 
indifferent to both of them — tried, and failed, and 
tried again. In a last, and longest pause of silence 
between them, the next event happened. The door 
from the hall was softly and suddenly opened. 
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Was it Horace ? No — not even yet ! The person 
■vho had opened the door was only Mercy's maid. 

' My lady's love, miss ; and will you please to read 
i.his directly? ' 

Giving her message in those terms, the woman 
produced from the pocket of her apron Lady Janet's 
second letter to Mercy, with a strip of paper oddly 
pinned round the envelope. Mercy detached the paper, 
ind found on the inner side some lines in pencil, 
hurriedly written in Lady Janet's hand. They ran 
thus : 

'Don't lose a moment in reading my letter. And 
mind this, when H. returns to you — meet him firmly : 
say nothing.' 

Enlightened by the warning words which Julian 
had spoken to her, Mercy was at no loss to place the 
right interpretation on those strange lines. Instead of 
immediately opening the letter, she stopped the maid 
at the library door. Julian's suspicion of the most 
trifling events that were taking place in the house had 
found its way from his mind to hers. ' Wait ! ' she 
said. ' I don't understand what is going on upstairs ; 
I want to ask you something.' 

The woman came back — not very willingly. 

' How did you know I was here ? ' Mercy enquired. 

' If you please, miss, her ladyship ordered me to 
take the letter to you some little time since. You were 
not in your room, and I left it on your table ' 

'I understand that. But how came you to bring 
the letter here ? ' 

* My lady rang for me, miss. Before I could knock 
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at her door, she came out into the corridor, with that 

morsel of paper in her hand ' 

' So as to keep you from entering her room ? ' 
' Yes, miss. Her ladyship wrote on the paper in a 
great hurry, and told me to pin it round the letter that 
I had left in your room. I was to take them both 
together to you and to let nobody see me. " You will 
find Miss Eoseberry in the library" (her ladyship says), 
" and run, run, run ! there isn't a moment to lose ! ' 
Those were her own words, miss.' 

' Did you hear anything in the room before Lady 
Janet came out, and met you ? ' 

The woman hesitated, and looked at Julian. 
' I hardly know whether I ought to tell you, miss.' 
Julian turned away to leave the library. Mercy 
stopped him by a motion of her hand. 

'You know that I shall not get you into any 
trouble,' she said to the maid. ' And you may speak 
quite safely before Mr. Julian Grray.' 
Thus reassured, the maid spoke. 
' To own the truth, miss, I heard Mr. Holmcroft in 
my lady's room. His voice sounded as if he was angry. 
I may say they were both angry — Mr. Holmcroft and 
my lady.' (She turned to Julian.) ' And just before 
her ladyship came out, sir, I heard your name — as if it 
was you they were having words about. I can't say 
exactly what it was ; I hadn't time to hear. And J 
didn't listen, miss. The door was ajar ; and the voices 
were so loud, nobody could help hearing them.' 

It was useless to detain the woman any longer. Hav - 
ing given her leave to withdraw, Meicy turned to Julian 
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' Why were they quarrelling about you ? ' she 
asked. 

Julian pointed to the unopened letter in her hand. 

* The answer to your question may be there,' ne 
said. 'Bead the letter while you have the chance. 
And if I can advise you, say so at once.' 

With a strange reluctance she opened the envelope. 
With a sinking heart she read the lines in which 
Lady Janet, as * mother and friend,' commanded her 
absolutely to suppress the confession which she had 
pledged herself to make in the saared interests of 
justice and truth. A low cry of despair escaped her, 
as the cruel complication in her position revealed itself 
in all its unmerited hardship. ' Oh, Lady Janet,, Lady 
Janet !' she thought, 'there was but one trial more left 
in my hard lot — and it comes to me from you!' 

She handed the letter to Julian. He took it from 
her in silence ; turning paler and paler as he read it. 
His eyes rested on her compassionately as he handed it 
back. 

' To my mind,' he said, ' Lady Janet herself sets ail 
further doubt at rest. Her letter tells me what she 
wanted when she sent for Horace, and why my name 
was mentioned between them.' 

* Tell me ! ' cried Mercy, eagerly. 

He did not immediately answer her. He sat 
down again in the chair by her side, and pointed to 
the letter. 

* Has Lady Janet shaken your resolution ? ' he 
asked. 

* She has strengthened my resolution,' Mercy 
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answered. * She has added a new bitterness to m v 
remorse.' 

She did not mean it harshly ; hut the reply sounded 
harshly in Julian's ear. It stirred the generous im- 
pulses which were the strongest impulses in his nature. 
[Ie who had once pleaded with Mercy for compassionate 
consideration for herself, now pleaded with her for 
compassionate consideration for Lady Janet. With 
persuasive gentleness, he drew a little nearer, and laid 
iris hand on her arm. 

' Don't judge her harshly,' he said. ' She is wrong, 
miserably wrong. She has recklessly degraded herself ; 
she has recklessly tempted you. Still, is it generous — 
is it even just — to hold her responsible for deliberate 
sin P She is at the close of her days ; she can feel no 
aew affection ; she can never replace you. View her 
position in that light, and you will see (as I see) that 
it is no base motive that has led her astray. Think of 
Her wounded heart and her wasted life — and say to 
yourself forgivingly, She loves me ! ' 

Mercy's eyes filled with tears. 

' I do say it ! ' she answered. ' Not forgivingly — it 
is I who have need of forgiveness. I say it gratefully 
when I think of her — I say it with shame and sorrow 
when I think of myself.' 

He took her hand for the first time. He looked, 
guiltlessly looked, at her downcast face. He spoke as 
he had spoken at the memorable interview between 
them which had made a new woman of her. 

' I can imagine no crueller trial,' he said, < than 
the trial that is now before you. The benefactress to 
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whom you owe everything, asks nothing from you but 
your silence. The person whom you have wronged is 
no longer present to stimulate your resolution to speak. 
Horace himself (unless I am entirely mistaken) will 
not hold you to the explanation that you have pro- 
mised. The temptation to keep your false position 
in this house is, I do not scruple to say, all but irre- 
sistible. Sister and friend ! Can you still justify my 
faith in you ? Will you still own the truth, without 
the base fear of discovery to drive you to it ? ' 

She lifted her head, with the steady light of reso- 
lution shining again in her grand grey eyes. Her low 
sweet voice answered him, without a faltering note 
in it. 

'I will!' 

' You will do justice to the woman whom you have 
wronged — unworthy as she is ; powerless as she is to 
expose you ? ' 

'I will!' 

' You will sacrifice everything you have gained by 
the fraud to the sacred duty of atonement ? You will 
suffer anything — even though you offend the second 
mother who has loved you and sinned for you— rather 
than suffer the degradation of yourself?' 

Her hand closed firmly on his. Again, and for the 
last time, she answered, 

'I will!' 

His voice had not trembled yet. It failed him 
now. His next words were spoken in faint whispering 
tones — to himself ; not to her. 

'Thank God for this day!' he said. 'I haw 
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been of some service to one of the noblest of God's 
creatures I ' 

Some subtle influence, as he spoke, passed from 
nis hand to hers. It trembled through her nerves ; it 
entwined itself mysteriously with the finest sensibilities 
in her nature ; it softly opened her heart to a first 
vague surmising of the devotion that she had inspired 
in him. A faint glow of colour, lovely in its faintness, 
stole over her face and neck. Her breathing quickened 
tremblingly. She drew her hand away from him, and 
sighed when she had released it. 

He rose suddenly to his feet and left her without a 
word or a look, walking slowly down the length of the 
room. When he turned and came back to her, his face 
was composed ; he was master of himself again. 

Mercy was the first to speak. She turned the con- 
versation from herself by reverting to the proceedings 
in Lady Janet's room. 

' You spoke of Horace just now,' she said., ' in terms 
which surprised me. You appeared to think that he 
would not hold me to my explanation. Is that one 
of the conclusions which you draw from Lady Janet's 
letter?' 

' Most assuredly,' Julian answered. ' You will see 
the conclusion as I see it, if we return for a moment to 
Grace Eoseberry's departure from the house.' 

Mercy interrupted him there. ' Can you guess,' she 
asked, ' how Lady Janet prevailed upon her to go ?' 

* I hardly like to own it,' said Julian. « Tbere is 

x 
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an expression in the letter which suggests to me that 
Lady Janet has offered her money, and that she has 
taken the bribe.' 

« Oh, I can't think that!' 

'Let us return to Horace. Miss Eoseberry once out 
of the house, but one serious obstacle is left in Lady 
Janet's way. That obstacle is Horace Holmcroft.' 

^How is Horace an obstacle ? ' 

' He is an obstacle in this sense. He is under an 
engagement to marry you in a week's time ; and Lady 
Janet is determined to keep him (as she is determined 
to keep everyone else) in ignorance of the truth. She 
will do that without scruple. But the inbred sense of 
honour in her is not utterly silenced yet. She cannot, 
she dare not, let Horace make you his wife, under the 
false impression that you are Colonel Roseberry's daugh- 
ter. You see the situation? On the one hand she 
won't enlighten him. On the other hand, she cannot 
allow him to marry you blindfold. In this emergency, 
what is she to do ? There is but one alternative that 
I can discover. She must persuade Horace (or she must 
irritate Horace) into acting for himself, and breaking 
off the engagement on his own responsibility.' 

Mercy stopped him. ' Impossible ! ' she cried 
warmly. ' Impossible ! ' 

' Look again at her letter,' Julian rejoined. ' It 
tells you plainly that you need fear no embarrassment 
when you next meet Horace. If words mean anything, 
those words mean that he will not claim from you the 
confidence which you have promised to repose in him. 
On what condition is it possible for him to abstain 
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from doing that? On the one condition that you 
have ceased to represent the first and foremost interest 
of his life.' 

Mercy still held firm. 'You are wronging Lady 
Janet,' she said. 

Julian smiled sadly. 

' Try to look at it,' he answered,' from Lady Janet's 
point of view. Do you suppose she sees anything 
derogatory to her in attempting to break off the 
marriage ? I will answer for it she believes she is 
doing you a kindness. In one sense, it would be a 
kindness to spare you the shame of a humiliating con- 
fession, and to save you (possibly) from being rejected 
to your face by the man you love. In my opinion, the 
thing is done already. I have reasons of my own for 
believing that my aunt will succeed far more easily 
than she could anticipate. Horace's temper will help her.' 

Mercy's mind began to yield to him in spite of herself. 

'What do you mean by Horace's temper?' she 
enquired. 

' Must you ask me that ? ' he said, drawing back a 
little from her. 

' I must.' 

'I mean by Horace's temper, Horace's unworthy 
distrust of the interest that I feel in you.' 

She instantly understood him. And more than 
that, she secretly admired him for the scrupulous 
delicacy with which he had expressed himself. Another 
man would not have thought of sparing her in that 
way. Another man would have said plainly, ' Horace 
is jealous of me.' 
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Julian did not wait for her to answer him. He 
considerately went on. 

4 For the reason that I have just mentioned,' he 
«aid, 'Horace will be easily irritated into taking a 
course which, in his calmer moments, nothing would 
induce him to adopt. Until I heard what your maid 
said to you, I had thought (for your sake) of retiring 
before he joined you here. Now I know that my name 
nas been introduced, and has made mischief upstairs, 
I feel the necessity (for your sake again) of meeting 
Horace and his temper face to face before you see him. 
Let me, if I can, prepare him to hear you, without 
any angry feeling in his mind towards me. Do you 
object to retire to the next room for a few minutes, in 
the event of his coming back to the library ? ' 

Mercy's courage instantly rose with the emergency. 
She refused to leave the two men together. 

'Don't think me insensible to your kindness,' she 
said. ' If I leave you with Horace I may expose you 
to insult. I refuse to do that. "What makes you 
doubt his coming back ? 

' His prolonged absence makes me doubt it,' Julian 
replied. ' In my belief the marriage is broken off. He 
may go as Grace Eoseberry has gone. You may never 
see him again.' 

The instant the opinion was uttered, it was prac- 
tically contradicted by the man himself. Horace 
opened the library door. 
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CHAPTER THE TWENTY-FIFTH. 

THE CONFESSION. 

He stopped just inside the door. His first look was 
for Mercy ; Ms second look was for Julian. 

' I knew it ! ' he said, with an assumption of sardonic 
composure. 'If I could only have persuaded Lady 
Janet to het, I should have won a hundred pounds.' He 
advanced to Julian, with a sudden change from irony to 
anger. ' Would you like to hear what the bet was ? ' he 
asked. 

' I should prefer seeing you able to control yourself, 
in the presence of this lady,' Julian answered quietly. 

' I offered to lay Lady Janet two hundred pounds to 
one,' Horace proceeded, ' that I should find you here, 
making love to Miss Roseberry behind my back.' 

Mercy interfered before Julian could reply. 

' If you cannot speak without insulting one of us,' 
she said, 'permit me to request that you will not 
address yourself to Mr. Julian Gray.' 

Horace bowed to her, with a mockery of respect. 

' Pray don't alarm yourself — I am pledged to be 
scrupulously civil to both of you,' he replied. ' Lady 
Janet only allowed me to leave her, on condition of my 
promising to behave with perfect politeness. What else 
can I do ? I have two privileged people to deal with — 
a parson and a woman. The parson's profession protects 
him, and the woman's sex protects her. You have got 
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toe at a disadvantage, and you both of you know it. I 
beg to apologise if I have forgotten the clergyman's 
profession and the lady's sex.' 

' You have forgotten more than that,' said Julian. 
' You have forgotten that you were born a gentleman 
and bred a man of honour. So far as I am concerned I 
don't ask you to remember that I am a clergyman — I 
obtrude my profession on nobody — I only ask you to 
remember your birth and your breeding. It is quite 
bad enough to cruelly and unjustly suspect an old friend 
who has never forgotten what he owes to you and to 
himself. But it is still more unworthy of you to ac- 
knowledge those suspicions in the hearing of a woman 
whom your own choice has doubly bound you to respect.' 

He stopped. The two eyed each other for a moment 
in silence. 

It was impossible for Mercy to Iook at them, as she 
was looking now, without drawing the inevitable com- 
parison between the manly force and dignity of Julian 
and the womanish malice and irritability of Horace. A 
last faithful impulse of loyalty towards the man to whom 
she had been betrothed impelled her to part them before 
Horace had hopelessly degraded himself in her estima- 
tion by contrast with Julian. 

' You had better wait to speak to me,' she said to 
him, ' until we are alone.' 

' Certainly,' Horace answered with a sneer, ' if Mr. 
Julian Gray will permit it.' 

Mercy turned to Julian, with a look which said 
plainly, ' Pity us both, and leave us I ' 

' Do you wish me to go ? ' he asked. 
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'Add to all your other kindnesses to me,' she 
answered. ' Wait for me in that room.' 

She pointed to the door that led into the dining- 
room. Julian hesitated. 

' You promise to let me know it, if I can be of the 
smallest service to you ? ' he said. 

' Yes, yes ! ' She followed him as he withdrew, 
and added rapidly in a whisper, ' Leave the door ajar ! ' 

He made no answer. As she returned to Horace, 
he entered the dining-room. The one concession he 
could make to her he did make. He closed the door so 
aoiselessly that not even her quick hearing could detect 
that he had shut it. 

Mercy spoke to Horace, without waiting to let him 
speak first. 

* I have promised you an explanation of my conduct,' 
Bhe said, in accents that trembled a little in spite of 
herself. ' I am ready to perform my promise.' 

* I have a question to ask you before you do that,' 
he rejoined. ' Can you speak the truth ? ' 

' I am waiting to speak the truth.' 

' I will give you an opportunity. Are you, or are 
you not, in love with Julian Grray ? ' 

' You ought to be ashamed to ask the question ! * 

' Is that your only answer ? ' 

' I have never been unfaithful to you, Horace, even 
in thought. If I had not been true to you, should I 
feel my position as you see I feel it now ? ' 

He smiled bitterly. 'I have my own opinion of 
your fidelity and of his honour,' he said. ' You couldn't 
even send him into the next room, without whispering 
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to him first. Never mind that now. At least yon 
know that Julian Gray is in love with you.' 

' Mr. Julian Gray has never breathed a word of it 
to me.' 

* A man can show a woman that he loves her, with- 
out saying it in words.' 

Mercy's power of endurance began to fail her. Not 
even Grace Eoseberry had spoken more insultingly 
to her of Julian than Horace was speaking now. 
* Whoever says that of Mr. Julian Gray, lies ! ' she 
answered warmly. 

* Then Lady Janet lies,' Horace retorted. 

* Lady Janet never said it ! Lady Janet is incapable 
of saying it ! ' 

' She may not have said it in so many words ; but 
she never denied it when I said it. I reminded her of 
the time when Julian Gray first heard from me that I 
was going to marry you : he was so overwhelmed that 
he was barely capable of being civil to me. Lady 
Janet was present and could not deny it. I asked hei 
if she had observed, since then, signs of a confidential 
understanding between you two. She could not deny 
the signs. I asked her if she had ever found you two 
together. She could not deny that she had found you 
together, this very day, under circumstances which 
justified suspicion. Yes ! yes ! Look as angry as you 
like ! You don't know what has been going on upstairs. 
Lady Janet is bent on breaking off our engagement— 
and Julian Gray is at the bottom of it.' 

As to Julian, Horace was utterly wrong. But as to 
Lady Janet, he echoed the warning words which Julian 
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himself had spoken to Mercy. She was staggered, but 
she still held to her own opinion. * I don't believe it!' 
she said, firmly. 

He advanced a step, and fixed his angry eyes on her 
searchingly. 

* Do you know why Lady Janet sent for me ? ' he 
asked. 

'No.' 

'Then I will tell you. Lady Janet is a staunch 
friend of yours, there is no denying that. She wished 
to inform me that she had altered her mind about 
your promised explanation of your conduct. She said, 
"Eeflection has convinced me that no explanation is 
required; I have laid my positive commands on my 
adopted daughter that no explanation shall take place." 
Has she done that ? ' 

' Yes.' 

' Now observe ! I waited till she had finished, and 
then I said, " What have I to do with this ? " Lady 
Janet has one merit — she speaks out. " You are to do 
as I do," she answered. " You are to consider that no 
explanation is required, and you are to consign the 
whole matter to oblivion, from this time forth." "Are 
you serious ? " I asked. " Quite serious." " In that 
case I have to inform your ladyship that you insist on 
more than you may suppose — you insist on my breaking 
my engagement to Miss Eoseberry. Either I am to 
have the explanation that she has promised me, or I 
refuse to marry her." How do you think Lady Janet 
took that ? She shut up her lips, and she spread out 
her hands, and she looked at me as much as to say, 
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'* Just as you please ! Refuse if you like • it's nothing 
tome!"' 

He paused for a moment. Mercy remained silent, 
on her side : she foresaw what was coming. Mistaken 
in supposing that Horace had left the house. Julian 
had, beyond all doubt, been equally in error in con- 
cluding that tie had been entrapped into breaking off 
the engagement upstairs. 

' Do you understand me, so far ? ' Horace asked. 

' I understand you perfectly.' 

* I will not trouble you much longer,' he resumed. 
' I said to Lady Janet, " Be so good as to answer me in 
plain words. Do you still insist on closing Miss Rose- 
berry's lips ? " "I still insist," she answered. " No 
explanation is required. If you are base enough to 
suspect your betrothed wife, I am just enough to 
believe in my adopted daughter." I replied — and I 
beg you will give your best attention to what I am now 
going to say — I replied to that, "It is not fair to 
charge me with suspecting her. I don't understand 
her confidential relations with Julian Gray, and I don't 
understand her language and conduct in the presence 
of the police-officer. I claim it as my right to be 
satisfied on both those points — in the character of the 
man who is to marry her." There was my answer. I 
spare you all that followed. I only repeat what I said 
to Lady Janet. She has commanded you to be silent. 
If you obey her commands, I owe it to myself and I 
owe it to my family to release you from your engage- 
ment. Choose between your duty to Lady Janet and 
your duty to Me.' 
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He had mastered his temper at last : he spoke with 
dignity, and he spoke to the point. His position was 
unassailable ; he claimed nothing but his right. 

'My choice was made,' Mercy answered, 'when 1 
gave you my promise upstairs.' 

She waited a little, struggling to control herself on 
the brink of the terrible revelation that was coming. 
Her eyes dropped before his ; her heart beat faster and 
faster — but she rallied bravely. With a deperate cou- 
rage she faced the position. ' If you are ready to listen,' 
she went on, ' I am ready to tell you why I insisted on 
having the police-officer sent out of the house.' 

Horace held up his hand warningly. 

' Stop ! ' he said, ' that is not all.' 

His infatuated jealousy of Julian (fatally misinter- 
preting her agitation) distrusted her at the very outset. 
She had limited herself to clearing up the one question 
of her interference with the officer of justice. The other 
question of her relations with Julian she had delibe- 
rately passed over. Horace instantly drew his own 
ungenerous conclusion. 

'Let us not misunderstand one another,' he said. 
' The explanation of your conduct in the other room is 
only one of the explanations which you owe me. You 
have something else to account for. Let us begin with 
that, if you please.' 

She looked at him in unaffected surprise. 

' What else have I to account for ? ' she asked. 

He again repeated his reply to Lady Janet. 

' I have told you already,' he said. ' I don't under- 
stand your confidential relations with Julian Gray.' 
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Mercy's colour rose ; Mercy's eyes began to brighten. 

' Don't return to that ! ' she cried, with an irrepres- 
sible outbreak of disgust. ' Don't, for God's sake, make 
me despise you at such a moment as this ! ' 

His obstinacy only gathered fresh encouragement 
from that appeal to his better sense. 

' I insist on returning to it.' 

She had resolved to bear anything from him — as 
her fit punishment for the deception of which she had 
been guilty. But it was not in womanhood (at the 
moment when the first words of her confession were 
trembling on her lips) to endure Horace's unworthy 
suspicion of hex She rose from her seat and met hig 
eye firmly. 

'I refuse to degrade myself, and to degrade Mr. 
Julian Gray, by answering you,' she said. 

' Consider what you are doing,' he rejoined, * Change 
your mind before it is too late ! ' 

' You have had my reply.' 

Those resolute words, that steady resistance, seemed 
to infuriate him. He caught her roughly by the arm, 

' You are as false as hell ! ' he cried. ' It's all over 
between you and me ! ' 

The loud threatening tone in which he had spoken 
penetrated through the closed door of the dining-room. 
The door instantly opened. Julian returned to the 
library. 

He had just set foot in the room, when there was a 
knock at the other door — the door that opened on the 
hall. One of the men-servants appeared, with a tele- 
graphic message in his hand. Mercy was the first to 
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see it. It was the Matron's answer to the letter which 
Bhe had sent to the Kefuge. 

' For Mr. Julian Gray ? ' she asked. 

' Yes, miss.' 

' Give it to me.' 

She signed to the man to withdraw, and herself 
gave the telegram to Julian. * It is addressed to you, 
at my request,' she said. ' You will recognise the name 
of the person who sends it, and you will find a message 
in it for me.' 

Horace interfered before Julian could open the 
telegram. 

'Another private understanding between you!' he 
said. ' Give me that telegram.' 

Julian looked at him with quiet contempt. 

' It is directed to Me ! ' he answered — and opened 
the envelope. 

The message inside was expressed in these terms : 
' I am as deeply interested in her as you are. Say that 
I have received her letter, and that I welcome her 
back to the Eefuge with all my heart. I have business 
this evening in the neighbourhood. I will call for her 
myself at Mablethorpe House.' 

The message explained itself. Of her own free 
will, she had made the expiation complete ! Of her 
own free will, she was going back to the martyrdom of 
her old life ! Bound as he knew himself to be to let 
no compromising word or action escape him in the 
presence of Horace, the irrepressible expression of 
Julian's admiration glowed in his eyes as they rested 
od Mercy. Horace detected the look. He sprang 
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forward and tried to snatch the telegram out of Julian's 
hand. 

* Give it to me !' he said. ' I will have it ! ' 
Julian silently put him back at arm's length. 
Maddened with rage, he lifted his hand threaten- 
ingly. ' Give it to me,' he repeated between his set 
teeth, ' or it will be the worse for you J ' 

' Give it to me / ' said Mercy, suddenly placing her- 
self between them. 

Julian gave it. She turned, and offered it to Horace, 
looking at him with a steady eye, holding it out to him 
with a steady hand. 

* Eead it,' she said. 

Julian's generous nature pitied the man who had 
insulted him. Julian's great heart only remembered 
the friend of former times. 

' Spare him ! ' he said to Mercy. ' Spare him, if he 
is not yet prepared ! ' 

She neither answered nor moved. Nothing stirred 
the horrible torpor of her resignation to her fate. She 
knew that the time had come. 

Julian looked at Horace. 

'Don't read it !' he cried. « Hear what she has to 
say to you first ! ' 

Horace's hand answered him with a contemptuous 
gesture. Horace's eyes devoured, word by word, the 
Matron's message. 

He looked up when he had read it through. There 
was a ghastly change in his face as he turned it on 
Mercy. 

She stood between the two men like a statue. The 
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life in her seemed to have died out except in her eyes. 
Her eyes rested on Horace with a steady, glittering 
calmness. 

The silence was only broken by the low murmuring 
of Julian's voice. His face was hidden in his hands — 
he was praying for them. 

Horace spoke — laying his finger on the telegram 
His voice had changed with the change in his face. 
The tone was low and trembling : no one would have 
recognised it as the tone of Horace's voice. 

* What does this mean ? ' he said to Mercy. ' It 
can't be for you ? ' 

' It is for me.' 

* What have You to do with a Kefuge ? ' 
Without a change in her face, without a movement 

in her limbs, she spoke the fatal words. 

* I have come from a Kefuge, and I am going back 
to a Kefuge. Mr. Horace Holmcroft, I am Mercy 
Merrick.' 



CHAPTER THE TWENTY-SIXTH. 

GREAT HEART AND LITTLE HEART. 

There was a pause. 

The moments passed — and not one of the three 
moved. The moments passed — and not one of the three 
spoke. Insensibly the words of supplication died away 
on Julian's lips. Even his energy failed to sustain 
him, tried as it now was by the crushing oppression of 
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suspense. The first trifling movement which suggested 
the idea of change, and which so brought with it the 
first vague sense of relief, came from Mercy. Incapable 
of sustaining the prolonged effort of standing, she 
drew back a little, and took a chair. No outward 
manifestation of emotion escaped her. There she sat 
— with the death-like torpor of resignation in her 
face — waiting her sentence in silence from the man 
at whom she had hurled the whole terrible confession 
of the truth in one sentence. 

Julian lifted his head as she moved. He looked 
once more at Horace, and drew back a few steps. There 
was fear in his face, as he suddenly turned it towards 
Mercy. 

' Speak to him !' he said in a whisper. ' House him, 
before it's too late !' 

She moved mechanically in her chair ; she looked 
mechanically at Julian. 

' What more have I to say to him ?' she asked in 
faint, weary tones. ' Did I not tell him everything 
when I told him my name ? ' 

The natural sound of her voice might have failed 
to affect Horace. The altered sound of it roused him. 
He approached Mercy's chair, with a dull surprise in 
his face, and put his hand in a weak, wavering way on 
her shoulder. In that position he stood for awhile, 
looking down at her in silence. 

The one idea in him that found its way outwards 
to expression was the idea of Julian. Without moving 
nis hand, without looking up from Mercy, he spoke for 
*he first time since the shock had fallen on him. 
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'Where is Julian?' he asked, very quietly. 

' I am here, Horace — close by you.' 

'Will you do me a service ?' 

' Certainly. How can I help you ? ' 

He considered a little before he replied. His hand 
left Mercy's shoulder, and went up to his head — then 
dropped at his side. His next words were spoken in a 
sadly helpless, bewildered way. 

' I have an idea, Julian, that I have been somehow 
to blame. I said some hard words to you. It was a 
little while since. I don't clearly remember what it 
was all about. My temper has been a good deal tried 
in this house ; I have never been used to the sort of 
thing that goes on here — secrets and mysteries, and 
hateful, low-lived quarrels. We have no secrets and 
mysteries at home. And as for quarrels — ridiculous ! 
My mother and my sisters are highly-bred women (you 
know them) ; gentlewomen, in the best sense of the 
word. When I am with them I have no anxieties. I 
am not harassed at home by doubts of who people are, 
and confusion about names, and so on. I suspect the 
contrast weighs a little on my mind, and upsets it. 
They make me over-suspicious among them here — and 
it ends in my feeling doubts and fears that I can't get 
over; doubts about you, and fears about myself. I 
have got a fear about myself now. I want you to help 
me. Shall I make an apology first ? ' 

' Don't say a word. Tell me what I can do.' 

He turned his face towards Julian for the first 
time. 

' Just look at me,' he said. ' Does it strike you 

T 
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that I am at all wrong in my mind ? Tell me the 
truth, old fellow.' 

* Your nerves are a little shaken, Horace. Nothing 
more.' 

He considered again, after that reply ; his eyes re- 
maining anxiously fixed on Julian's face. 

' My nerves are a little shaken,' he repeated. ' That 
is true ; I feel they are shaken. I should like, if you 
don't mind, to make sure that it's no worse. Will vou 
help me to try if my memory is all right ? ' 

' I will do anything you like.' 

' Ah ! you are a good fellow, Julian — and a clear- 
headed fellow, too, which is very important just now 
Look here ! I say it's about a week since the troubles 
began in this house. Do you say so too ?' 

' Yes.' 

' The troubles came in with the coming of a woman 
from Germany, a stranger to us, who behaved very 
violently in the dining-room there. Am I right, so far ' ' 

' Quite right.' 

' The woman carried matters with a high hand. 
She claimed Colonel Eoseberry — no, I wish to be 
strictly accurate — she claimed the late Colonel Eose- 
berry as her father. She told a tiresome story about 
her having been robbed of her papers and her name by 
an impostor who had personated her. She said the 
name of the impostor was Mercy Merrick. And she 
afterwards put the climax to it all : she pointed to the 
lady who is engaged to be my wife, and declared that 
the was Mercy Merrick. Tell me again, is that right 
ot wrong ?' 
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Julian answered him as before. He went on, speak- 
ing more confidently and more excitedly than he had 
apoken yet. 

' Now attend to this, Julian. I am going to pass 
from my memory of what happened a week ago to my 
memory of what happened five minutes since. You 
were present ; I want to know if you heard it too.' He 
paused, and, without taking his eyes off Julian, pointed 
backwards to Mercy. ' There is the lady who is engaged 
to marry me,' he resumed. ' Did I, or did I not, hear 
her say that she had come out of a Refuge, and 
that she was going back to a Refuge ? Did I, or did I 
not, hear her own to my face that her name was Mercy 
Merrick ? Answer me, Julian. My good friend, answer 
me for the sake of old times.' 

His voice faltered as he spoke these imploring words. 
Under the dull blank of his face there appeared the first 
signs of emotion slowly forcing its way outwards. The 
stunned mind was reviving faintly. Julian saw his 
opportunity of aiding the recovery, and seized it. He 
took Horace gently by the arm and pointed to Mercy. 

'There is your answer!' he said. 'Look ! — and pity 
her.' 

She had not once interrupted them while they had 
been speaking : she had changed her position again, and 
that was all. There was a writing-table at the side 01 
her chair ; her outstretched arms rested on it. Her head 
had dropped on her arms, and her face was hidden. 
Julian's judgment had not misled him ; the utter self- 
abandonment of her attitude answered Horace as no 
Human language could have answered him. He looked at 
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her. A quick spasm of pain passed across his face. He 
turned once more to the faithful friend who had forgiven 
him. His head fell on Julian's shoulder, and he burst 
into tears. 

Mercy started wildly to her feet and looked at the 
two men. 

' God ! ' she cried, ' what have I done ! ' 

Julian quieted her by a motion of the hand. 

' You have helped me to save him,' he said. ' Let 
his tears have their way. Wait.' 

He put one arm round Horace to support him. The 
manly tenderness of the action, the complete and noble 
pardon of past injuries which it implied, touched Mercy 
to the heart. She went back to her chair. Again shame 
and sorrow overpowered her, and again she hid her face 
from view. 

Julian led Horace to a seat, and silently waited by 
him until he had recovered his self-control. He grate- 
fully took the kind hand that had sustained him ; he 
said simply, almost boyishly, ' Thank you, Julian. I 
am better now.' 

' Are you composed enough to listen to what is said 
to you ? ' Julian asked. 

' Yes. Do you wish to speak to me ? ' 

Julian left him without immediately replying, and 
returned to Mercy. 

' The time has come, he said. ' Tell him all — 
truly, unreservedly, as you would tell it to me.' 

She shuddered as he spoke. ' Have I not told him 
enough?' she asked. 'Do yuu want me to break hia 
heart? Look at him ! See what I have done alreadv !' 
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Horace shrank from the ordealasMercy shrank from it, 

* No ! no ! I can't listen to it ! I daren't listen to 
it ! ' he cried, and rose to leave the room. 

Julian had taken the good work in hand : he never 
faltered over it for an instant. Horace had loved her — 
how dearly, Julian now knew for the first time. The bare 
possibility that she might earn her pardon if she was 
allowed to plead her own cause, was a possibility still 
left. To let her win on Horace to forgive her, was 
death to the love that still filled his heart in secret. 
But he never hesitated. With a resolution which the 
weaker man was powerless to resist, he took him by the 
arm and led bim back to his place. 

' For her sake, and for your sake, you shall not con- 
demn her unheard,' he said to Horace firmly. * One 
temptation to deceive you after another has tried her, 
and she has resisted them all. With no discovery to 
fear ; with a letter from the benefactress who loves her, 
commanding her to be silent ; with everything that a 
woman values in this world to lose, if she owns what she 
has done — this woman, for the truth's sake, has spoken 
the truth. Does she deserve nothing at your hands in 
return for that ? Respect her, Horace, and hear her.' 

Horace yielded. Julian turned to Mercy. 

' You have allowed me to guide you so far,' he said. 
' Will you allow me to guide you still ? ' 

Her eyes sank before his ; her bosom rose and fell 
rapidly. His influence over her maintained its sway. 
She bowed her head in speechless submission. 

* Tell him,' JuKan proceeded, in accents of entreaty, 
cot of command, ' tell him what your life has been. 
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Tell him how you were tried and tempted, with no 
friend near to speak the words which might have saved 
you. And then,' he added, raising her from the chair, 
' let him judge you — if he can ! ' 

He attempted to lead her across the room to the 
place which Horace occupied. But her submission had 
its limits. Half way to the place she stopped, and 
refused to go further. Julian offered her a chair. She 
declined to take it. Standing, with one hand on the 
back of the chair, she waited for the word from Horace 
which would permit her to speak. She was resigned to 
the ordeal. Her face was calm ; \xit mind was clear. 
The hardest of all humiliations to endure — the humi- 
liation of acknowledging her name — she had passed 
through. Nothing remained but to show her gratitude 
to Julian by acceding to his wishes, and to ask pardon 
of Horace before they parted for ever. In a little while 
the Matron would arrive at the house — and then it 
would be over. 

Unwillingly Horace looked at her. Their eyes met. 
He broke out suddenly with something of his former 
violence. 

' I can't realise it, even now ! ' he cried. * Is it true 
that you are not Grace Roseberry ? Don't look at me ! 
Say in one word — Yes or No.' 

She answered him humbly and sadly, ' Yes.' 

' You have done what that woman accused you of 
doing ? Am I to believe that ? ' 

' You are to believe it, sir.' 

All the weakness of Horaces character disclosed 
itself when she made ker repiy 
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* Infamous ! ' he exclaimed. ' What excuse can you 
make for the cruel deception you have practised on me ? 
Too bad ! too bad ! There can be no excuse for you ! ' 

She accepted his reproaches with unshaken resigna- 
tion. ' I have deserved it ! ' was all she said to herself, 
* I have deserved it ! ' 

Julian interposed once more in Mercy's defence. 

' Wait till you are sure there is no excuse for her, 
Horace,' he said quietly. ' Grant her justice, if you 
can grant no more. I leave you together.' 

He advanced towards the door of the dining-room. 
Horace's weakness disclosed itself once more. 

' Don't leave me alone with her 1 ' he burst out. ' The 
misery of it is more than I can bear ! ' 

Julian looked at Mercy. Her face brightened 
faintly. That momentary expression of relief told 
him how truly he would be befriending her if he con- 
sented to remain in the room. A position of retire- 
ment was offered to him by a recess formed by the 
central bay window of the library. If he occupied 
this place they could see or not see that he was present, 
as their own inclinations might decide them. 

' I will stay with you, Horace, as long as you wish 
me to be here.' Having answered in those terms, he 
stopped as he passed Mercy on his way to the window. 
His quick and kindly insight told him that he might 
still be of some service to her. A hint from him 
might show her the shortest and the easiest way of 
making her confession. Delicately and briefly he gave 
her the hint. ' The first time I met you,' he said, « I 
saw that your life had had its troubles. Let us hear 
how those troubles began. 
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He withdrew to his place in the recess. For the 
first time since the fatal evening when she and Grace 
Roseberry had met in the French cottage, Mercy 
Merrick looked back into the purgatory on earth of 
her past life, and told her sad story simply and truly 
in these words. 



CHAPTER THE TWENTY-SEVENTH. 

Magdalen's apprenticeship. 

Mr. Julian Gray has asked me to tell him, and to 
tell you, Mr. Holmcroft, how my troubles began 
They began before my recollection. They began with 
my birth. 

' My mother (as I have heard her say) ruined 
her prospects, when she was quite a young girl, by 
a marriage with one of her father's servants — 
the groom who rode out with her. She suffered the 
usual penalty of such conduct as hers. After a short 
time she and her husband were separated — on the con- 
dition of her sacrificing to the man whom she had 
married the whole of the little fortune that she pos- 
sessed in her own right. 

' Graining her freedom, my mother had to gain her 

daily bread next. Her family refused to take her back. 

She attached herself to a company of strolling players. 

i She was earning a bare living in this way, when 

my father accidentally met with her. He was a man 

of high rank ; proud of his position, and well known 
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in the society of that time for his many accomplish- 
ments and his refined tastes. My mother's beauty 
fascinated him. He took her from the strolling 
players, and surrounded her with every luxury that a 
woman could desire in a house of her own. 

'I don't know how long they lived together. I 
only know that my father, at the time of my first 
recollections, had abandoned her. She had excited 
his suspicions of her fidelity — suspicions which cruelly 
wronged her, as she declared to her dying day. I 
believed her, because she was my mother. But I 
cannot expect others to do as I did — I can only repeat 
what she said. My father left her absolutely penniless. 
He never saw her again ; and he refused to go to her, 
when she sent to him in her last moments on earth. 

* She was back again among the strolling players 
when I first remember her. It was not an unhappy 
time for me. I was the favourite pet and plaything of 
the poor actors. They taught me to sing and to dance, 
at an ag6 when other children are just beginning to 
learn to read. At five years old I was in what is called 
" the profession," and had made my poor little reputa- 
tion in booths at country fairs. As early as that, Mr. 
Holmcroft, I had begun to live under an assumed name 
—the prettiest name they could invent for me, " to 
look well in the bills." It was sometimes a hard 
struggle for us, in bad seasons, to keep body and soul 
together. Learning to sing and dance in public often 
meant learning to bear hunger and cold in private, 
when I was apprenticed to the stage — and yet I have 
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lived to look back on my days with the strolling players 
as the happiest days of my life ! 

'I was ten years old when the first serious mis- 
fortune that I can remember fell upon me. My mother 
died, worn out in the prime of her life. And not long 
afterwards the strolling company, brought to the end of 
its resources by a succession of bad seasons, was broken 
up. 

'I was left on the world, a nameless, penniless 
outcast, with one fatal inheritance — God knows I can 
speak of it without vanity, after what I have gone 
through ; — the inheritance of my mother's beauty. 

' My only friends were the poor starved-out players 
Two of them (husband and wife) obtained engagements 
in another company, and I was included in the bargain. 
The new manager by whom I was employed was a 
drunkard and a brute. One night, I made a trifling 
mistake in the course of the performances — and I was 
savagely beaten for it. Perhaps I had inherited some 
of my father's spirit — without, I hope, also inheriting 
my father's pitiless nature. However that may be, I 
resolved (no matter what became of me) never again to 
serve the man who had beaten me. I unlocked the 
door of our miserable lodging at daybreak the next 
morning ; and, at ten years old, with my little bundle 
in my hand, I faced the world alone. 

' My mother had confided to me, in her last mo- 
ments, my father's name, and the address of his house 
in London. " He may feel some compassion for you " 
(she said) " though he feels none for me : try him." I 
had a few shillings, the last pitiful remains of my 
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wages, in my pocket, and I was not far from London. 
But I never went near my father : child as I was, I 
would have starved and died rather than go to him. I 
had loved my mother dearly ; and I hated the man 
who had turned his back on her when she lay on her 
deathbed. It made no difference to Me that he 
happened to be my father. 

' Does this confession revolt you ? You look at me, 
Mr. Holmcroft, as if it did. 

'Think a little, sir. Does what I have just said 
condemn me as a heartless creature, even in my earliest 
years ? What is a father to a child, when the child 
has never sat on his knee and never had a kiss or a 
present from him ? If we had met in the street, we 
should not have known each other. Perhaps, in after- 
days, when I was starving in London, I may have 
begged of my father without knowing it, and he may 
have thrown his daughter a penny without knowing it 
either I What is there sacred in the relations between 
father and child, when they are such relations as these? 
Even the flowers of the field cannot grow without light 
and air to help them. How is a child's love to grow, 
with nothing to help it ? 

' My small savings would have been soon exhausted, 
even if I had been old enough and strong enough to 
protect them myself. As things were, my few shillings 
were taken from me by gipsies. I had no reason to 
complain. They gave me food and the shelter of their 
tents ; and they made me of use to them in various 
ways. After awhile, hard times came to the gipsies, 
as they had come to the strolling players. Some of 
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them were imprisoned, the rest were dispersed. It waa 
the season for hop-gathering at the time. I got em- 
ployment among the hop-pickers next; and that done, 
I went to London with my new friends. 

{ I have no wish to weary and pain you by dwelling 
on this part of my childhood in detail. It will be 
enough if I tell you that I ended in begging, under the 
pretence of selling matches in the street. My mother's 
legacy got me many a sixpence which my matches 
would never have charmed out of the pockets of 
strangers if I had been an ugly child. My face, 
which was destined to be my greatest misfortune in 
after years, was my best friend in those days. 

'Is there anything, Mr. Holmcroft, in the life I 
am now trying to describe which reminds you of 
a day when we were out walking together, not long 
since ? 

' I surprised and offended you, I remember ; and it 
was not possible for me to explain my conduct at the 
time. Do you recollect the little wandering girl, with 
the miserable faded nosegay in her hand, who ran after 
us and begged for a halfpenny? I shocked you by 
bursting out crying when the child asked us to buy 
her a bit of bread. Now you know why I was so sorry 
for her. Now you know why I offended you the next 
day, by breaking an engagement with your mother, 
trying (vainly) to trace that child to her home. After 
what I have confessed, you will admit that my poor 
little sister in adversity had the first claim on me. 

* Let me go on, I am worry if I have distressed 
you. Let me go on. 
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•The forlorn wanderers of the streets have (as 1 
found it) one way, always open to them, of presenting 
their sufferings to the notice of their rich and charitable 
fellow-creatures. They have only to break the law — 
and they make a public appearance in a court of justice. 
If the circumstances connected with their offence are 
of an interesting kind, they gain a second advantage ; 
they are advertised all over England by a report in the 
newspapers. 

' Yes ; even / have my knowledge of the law. 1 
know that it completely overlooked me so long as I 
respected it ; but on two different occasions i t became 
my best friend when I set it at defiance. My first 
fortunate offence was committed when I was just twelve 
years old. 

' It was evening time. I was half dead with star- 
vation ; the rain was falling ; the night was coming on. 
I begged — openly, loudly, as only a hungry child can 
beg. An old lady in a carriage at a shop-door com- 
plained of my importunity. The policeman did his 
duty. The law gave me a supper and a shelter at the 
station-house that night. I appeared at the police- 
court, and, questioned by the magistrate, I told my 
story truly. It was the everyday story of thousands of 
children like me ; but it had one element of interest 
in it. I confessed to having had a father (he was then 
dead) who had been a man of rank ; and I owned (just 
as openly as I owned everything else), that I had never 
applied to him for help, in resentment of his treatment 
of my mother. This incident was new, I suppose : it 
led to the appearance of my " case " in the newspapers. 
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The reporters further served my interests by describing 
me as "pretty and interesting." Subscriptions were 
sent to the court. A benevolent married couple, in a 
respectable sphere of life, visited the workhouse to see 
me. I produced a favourable impression on them — 
especially on the wife. I was literally friendless — I 
had no unwelcome relatives to follow me and claim me. 
The wife was childless ; the husband was a good-natured 
man. It ended in their taking me away with them to 
try me in service. 

' I have always felt the aspiration, no matter how 
low I may have fallen, to struggle upwards to a position 
above me ; to rise, in spite of fortune, superior to my 
lot in life. Perhaps some of my father's pride may be 
at the root of this restless feeling in me. It seems to 
be a part of my nature. It brought me into this house, 
and it will go with me out of this house. Is it my 
curse, or my blessing ? I am not able to decide. 

' On the first night when I slept in my new home, 
I said to myself: "They have taken me to be their 
servant ; I will be something more than that ; they 
shall end in taking me for their child." Before I had 
been a week in the house I was my mistress's favourite 
companion, while my master was at his place of busi- 
ness. She was a highly-accomplished woman ; greatly 
her husband's superior in cultivation, and, unfortu- 
nately for herself, also his superior in years. The love 
was all on her side. Excepting certain occasions on 
which he roused her jealousy, they lived together on 
sufficiently friendly terms. She was one of the many 
wives who resign themselves to be disappointed in theii 
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husbands, and he was one of the many husbands who 
never know what their wives really think of them. 
Her one great happiness was in teaching me. I was 
eager to learn ; I made rapid progress. At my pliant 
age I soon acquired the refinements of language and 
manner which characterised my mistress. It is only 
the truth to say, that the cultivation which has made 
me capable of personating a lady was her work. 

' For three happy years I lived under that friendly 
roof. I was between fifteen and sixteen years of age 
when the fatal inheritance from my mother cast it? 
first shadow on my life. One miserable day the wife's 
maternal love for me changed, in an instant, to the 
jealous hatred that never forgives. Can you guess the 
reason ? The husband fell in love with me. 

'I was innocent; I was blameless. He owned it 
himself to the clergyman who was with him at his death. 
By that time years had passed — it was too late to justify 
me. 

' He was at an age (while I was under his care) when 
men are usually supposed to regard women with tran- 
quillity, if not with indifference. It had been the habit 
of years with me to look upon him as my second father. 
In my innocent ignorance of the feeling which really 
inspired him, I permitted him to indulge in little 
paternal familiarities with me, which inflamed his guilty 
passion. His wife discovered him — not I. No words 
can describe my astonishment and my horror when the 
first outbreak of her indignation forced on me the 
knowledge of the truth. On my knees I declared my- 
self guiltless On my knees I implored her to do 
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justice to my purity and my youth. At other times the 
Bweetest and the most considerate of women, jealousy 
had now transformed her to a perfect fury. She accused 
me of deliberately encouraging him ; she declared she 
would turn me out of the house with her own hands. 
Like other easy-tempered men, her husband had 
reserves of anger in him which it was dangerous to 
provoke. When his wife lifted her hand against me he 
lost all self-control on his side. He openly told her that 
life was worth nothing to him, without me ; he openly 
avowed his resolution to go with me when I left the 
house. The maddened woman seized him by the arm 
— I saw that, and saw no more. I ran out into the 
street, panic-stricken. A cab was passing. I got into 
it, before he could open the house-door, and drove to 
the only place of refuge I could think of — a small shop, 
kept by the widowed sister of one of our servants. 
Here I obtained shelter for the night. The next day 
he discovered me. He made his vile proposals ; he 
offered me the whole of his fortune ; he declared his 
resolution, say what I might, to return the next day. 
That night, by help of the good woman who had taken 
care of me — under cover of the darkness, as if / had 
been to blame ! — I was secretly removed to the East 
End of London, and placed under the charge of a 
trustworthy person who lived, in a very humble way, by 
letting lodgings. 

'Here, in a little back garret at the top of the 
house, I was thrown again on the world — at an age 
when it was doubly perilous for me to be left to my own 
resources to gain the bread I eat, and the roof that 
covered me.' 
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* I claim no credit to myself — young as I was ; placed 
as I was between the easy life of Vice and the hard 
life of Virtue — for acting as I did. The man simply 
horrified me : my natural impulse was to escape from 
him. But let it be remembered, before I approach the 
saddest part of my sad story, that I was an innocent 
girl, and that I was at least not to blame. 

* Forgive me for dwelling as I have done on my 
early years. I shrink from speaking of the events that 
are still to come. 

* In losing the esteem of my first benefactress, I 
had, in my friendless position, lost all hold on an honest 
life — except the one frail hold of needlework. The only 
reference of which I could now dispose, was the recom- 
mendation of me by my landlady to a place of business 
which largely employed expert needlewomen. It is 
needless for me to tell you how miserably work of that 
Fort is remunerated — you have read about it in the 
newspapers. As long as my health lasted, I contrived 
to live and to keep out of debt. Few girls could 
have resisted as long as I did the slow-poisoning in- 
fluences of crowded workrooms, insufficient nourishment, 
and almost total privation of exercise. My life as a 
child had been a life in the open air — it had helped to 
strengthen a constitution naturally hardy, naturally free 
from all taint of hereditary disease. But my time came 
at last. Under the cruel stress laid on it, my health gave 
way. I was struck down by low fever, and sentence 
was pronounced on me by my fellow-lodgers : " Ab poor 
thing, her troubles will soon be at an end ! " 

* The prediction might have proved true — I might 
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never have committed the errors and endared the suffer- 
ings of after-years — if I had fallen ill in another house. 
' But it was my good, or my evil fortune — I dare 
not say which — to have interested in myself and my 
sorrows an actress at a suburban theatre, who occupied 
the room under mine. Except when her stage-duties 
took her away foi two or three hours in the evening, 
this noble creature never left my bedside. Ill as she 
could afford it, her purse paid my inevitable expenses 
while I lay helpless. The landlady, moved by her 
example, accepted half the weekly rent of my room. 
The doctor, with the Christian kindness of his profes- 
sion, would take no fees. All that the tenderest care 
could accomplish was lavished on me ; my youth and 
my constitution did the rest. I struggled back to life 
— and then I took up my needle again. 

'It may surprise you that I should have failed 
(having an actress for my dearest friend) to use the 
means of introduction thus offered to me to try the stage 
— especially as my childish training had given me, in 
some small degree, a familiarity with the art. 

' I had only one motive for shrinking from an ap- 
pearance at the theatre ; but it was strong enough to 
induce me to submit to any alternative that remained, 
no matter how hopeless it might be. If I showed 
myself on the public stage, my discovery by the man 
from whom I had escaped would be only a question of 
time. I knew him to be habitually a playgoer, and a 
subscriber to a theatrical newspaper. I had even 
heard him speak of the theatre to which my friend was 
attached, and compare it advantageously with places 
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of amusement of far higher pretensions. Sooner or 
later, if I joined the company, he would be certain to 
go and see " the new actress." The bare thought of 
it reconciled me to returning to my needle. Before I 
was strong enough to endure the atmosphere of the 
crowded workroom, I obtained permission, as a favour, 
to resume my occupation at home. 

' Surely my choice was the choice of a virtuous 
girl ? And yet, the day when I returned to my needle 
was the fatal day of my life. 

' I had now not only to provide for the wants of the 
passing hour — I had my debts to pay. It was only to 
be done by toiling harder than ever, and by living 
more poorly than ever. I soon paid the penalty, in my 
weakened state, of leading such a lite as this. One 
evening my head turned suddenly giddy ; my neart 
throbbed frightfully. I managed to open the window, 
and to let the fresh air into the room ; and I felt better. 
But I was not sufficiently recovered to be able to thread 
my needle. I thought to myself, " If I go out for half 
an hour, a little exercise may put me right again." I 
had not, as I suppose, been out more than ten minutes, 
when the attack from which I had suffered in my room 
was renewed. There was no shop near in which I could 
take refuge. I tiied to ring the bell of the nearest 
house-door. Before I could reach it, I fainted in tlie 
street. 

'How long hunger and weakness left me at the 

mercy of the first stranger who might pass by, it is 

impossible for me to say. 

' When I partially recovered my senses I wag con- 

z2 
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ficious of being under shelter somewhere, and of having 
a wine glass containing some cordial drink held to my 
lips by a man. I managed to swallow — I don't know 
how little, or how much. The stimulant had a very 
strange effect on me. Eeviving me at first, it ended 
in stupefying me. I lost my senses once more. 

' When I next recovered myself, the day was break 
ing. I was in a bed, in a strange room. A nameless 
terror seized me. I called out. Three or four women 
came in, whose faces betrayed even to my inexperienced 
eyes the shameless infamy of their lives. I started up 
in the bed ; I implored them to tell me where I was 
and what had happened 

' Spare me ! I can say no more. Not long since, 
you heard Miss Eoseberry call me an outcast from thb 
streets. Now you know — as God is my judge I am 
speaking the truth ! — now you know what made me an 
outcast, and in what measure I deserved my disgrace.' 

Her voice faltered, her resolution failed her, for the 
first time. 

' Give me a few minutes,' she said, in low, pleading 
tones. ' If I try to go on now, I am afraid I shall cry.' 

She took the chair which Julian had placed for her, 
turning her face aside so that neither of the men could 
see it. One of her hands was pressed over her bosom, 
the other hung listlessly at her side. 

Julian rose from the place that he bad occupied. 
Horace neither moved nor spoke. His head was on 
his breast ; the traces of tears on his cheeks suggested 
that she had not quite failed to touch his heart. Would 
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he forgive her? Julian passed on, and approached 
Mercy's chair. 

In silence he took the hand which hung at her side. 
In silence he lifted it to his lips and kissed it, as her 
brother might have kissed it. She started, but she 
never looked up. Some strange fear of discovery seemed 
to possess her. 'Horace?' she whispered timidly. 
Julian made no reply. He went back to his place, and 
allowed her to think it was Horace. 

The sacrifice was immense enough — feeling towards 
her as he felt — to be worthy of the man who made it. 

A few minutes had been all she asked for. In a 
few minutes she turned towards them again. Her 
sweet voice was steady once more ; her eyes rested softly 
on Horace as she went on. 

'What was it possible for a friendless girl in my 
position to do, when the full knowledge of the outrage 
had been revealed to me ? 

' If I had possessed near and dear relatives to pro- 
tect and advise me, the wretches into whose hands I 
had fallen might have felt the penalty of the law. I 
knew no more of the formalities which set the law in 
motion than a child. But I had another alternative 
(you will say). Charitable societies would have re- 
ceived me and helped me, if I had stated my case to 
them. I knew no more of the charitable societies than 
I knew of the law. At least, then, I might have gone 
back to the honest people among whom I had lived ? 
When I recovered my freedom, after an interval of some 
days, I was ashamed to go back to the honest people. 
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Helplessly and hopelessly, without sin or choice of mine, 
I drifted, as thousands of other women have drifted, into 
the life which set a mark on me for the rest of my days. 

' Are you surprised at the ignorance which this con- 
fession reveals ? 

4 You, who have your solicitors to inform you of 
legal remedies, and your newspapers, circulars, and 
active friends, to sound the praises of charitable insti- 
tutions continually in your ears — you, who possess these 
advantages, have no idea of the outer world of igno- 
rance in which your lost fellow-creatures live. They 
know nothing (unless they are rogues accustomed to 
prey on society) of your benevolent schemes to help 
;hem. The purpose of public charities, and the way 
to discover and apply to them, ought to be posted at 
the corner of every street. What do we, know of public 
dinners, and eloquent sermons, and neatly-printed cir- 
culars ? Every now and then the case of some forlorn 
creature (generally of a woman), who has committed 
Buicide, within five minutes' walk perhaps of an institu- 
tion which would have opened its doors to her, appears 
m the newspapers, shocks you dreadfully, and is then 
forgotten again. Take as much pains to make charities 
and asylums known among the people without money, as 
are taken to make a new play, a new journal, or a new 
medicine known among the people with money, and 
you will save many a lost creature who is perishing now. 

' You will forgive and understand me if I say no 
more of this period of my life. Let me pass to the 
new incident in my career which brought me for the 
second time before the public notice in a court of law. 
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4 Sad as my experience has been, it has not taught 
me to think ill of human nature. I had found kind 
hearts to feel for me in my former troubles ; and I 
had friends — faithful, self-denying, generous friends — 
among my sisters in adversity now. One of these poor 
women (she has gone, I am glad to think, from tha 
world that used her so hardly !) especially attracted my 
sympathies. She was the gentlest, the most unselfish 
creatire I have ever met with. We lived together like 
sisteri. More than once, in the dark hours when the 
thought of self-destruction comes to a desperate woman, 
the mage of my poor devoted friend, left to suffer 
alone, rose in my mind and restrained me. You will 
hardly understand it, but even we had our happy days. 
When she or I had a few shillings to spare, we used to 
offer oie another little presents. And, stranger still, 
we enj«yed our simple pleasure in giving and receiving 
as keeriy as if we had been the most reputable women 
living ! 

' Oie day I took my friend into a shop to buy 
her a ibbon — only a bow for her dress. She was to 
choose t, and I was to pay for it, and it was to be the 
prettiest ribbon that money could buy. 

' Tie shop was full ; we had to wait a little before 
we coud be served. 

' Nat to me, as I stood at the counter with my 
compaiion, was a gaudily-dressed woman, looking at 
some landkerchiefs. The handkerchiefs were finely 
embrddered, but the smart lady was hard to please. 
She timbled them op disdainfully in a heap, and 
askec' for other specimens from the stock in the shop. 
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The man, in clearing the handkerchiefs out of the 
way, suddenly missed one. He was quite sure of it, 
from a peculiarity in the embroidery which made the 
handkerchief especially noticeable. I was poorly 
dressed, and I was close to the handkerchiefs. After 
one look at me, he shouted to the superintendent, 
" Shut the door ! There is a thief in the shop ! " 

' The door was closed ; the lost handkerchief was 
vainly sought for on the counter and on the flooj. A 
robbery had been committed ; and I was accused of 
being the thief. 

' I will say nothing of what I felt — I will only teli 
you what happened. 

' I was searched, and the handkerchief wes dis- 
covered on me. The woman who had stood rext to 
me, on finding herself threatened with discovery, had 
no doubt contrived to slip the stolen handterchief 
into my pocket. Only an accomplished thief coud have 
escaped detection in that way, without my knovledge. 
It was useless, in the face of the facts, to declire my 
innocence. I had no character to appeal to. Mj friend 
tried to speak for me ; but what was she ? OnV a lost 
woman like myself. My landlady's evidence infavour 
of my honesty produced no effect ; it was agaiist her 
that she let lodgings to people in my position. I was 
prosecuted, and found guilty. The tale of my dsgrace 
is now complete, Mr. Holmcroft. No matter whether 
I was innocent or not ; the shame of it remans- — I 
have been imprisoned for theft. 

' The matron of the prison was the next persoi who 
took an interest in me. She reported favourally of 
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my behaviour to the authorities ; and when I had 
served my time (as the phrase was among us) she gave 
me a letter to the kind friend and guardian of my 
later years — to the lady who is coming here to take 
me back with her to the Kefuge. 

' From this time the story of my life is little more 
than the story of a woman's vain efforts to recover her 
lost place in the world. 

' The matron, on receiving me into the Refuge, 
frankly acknowledged that there were terrible obstacles 
in my way. But she saw that I was sincere, and she 
felt a good woman's sympathy and compassion for me. 
On my side, I did not shrink from beginning the slow 
and weary journey back again to a reputable life, from 
the humblest starting-point — from domestic service. 
After first earning my new character in the Refuge, I 
obtained a trial in a respectable house. I worked hard, 
and worked uncomplainingly; but my mother's fatal 
legacy was against me from the first. My personal 
appearance excited remark ; my manners and habits 
were not the manners and habits of the women among 
whom my lot was cast. I tried one place after another 
—always with the same results. Suspicion and jealousy 
I could endure : but I was defenceless when curiosity 
assailed me in its turn. Sooner or later enquiry led to 
discovery. Sometimes the servants threatened to give 
warning in a body — and I was obliged to go. Some- 
times, when there was a young man in the family, 
scandal pointed at me and at him — and again I was 
obliged to go. If you care to know it, Miss Roseberry 
can tell you the story of those sad days. I confided 
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it to her on the memorable night when we met in 
the French cottage ; I have no heart to repeat it now. 
After awhile I wearied of the hopeless struggle. 
Despair laid its hold on me — I lost all hope in the 
mercy of God. More than once I walked to one or 
other of the bridges, and looked over the parapet 
at the river, and said to myself, " Other women have 
done it : why shouldn't I ? " 

' You saved me at that time, Mr. Gray — as you 
have saved me since. I was one of your congregation 
when you preached in the chapel of the Eefuge. You 
reconciled others besides me to our hard pilgrimage 
In their name, and in mine, sir, I thank you. 

' I forget how long it was after the bright day when 
you comforted and sustained us that the war broke out 
between France and Germany. But I can never forget 
the evening when the matron sent for me into her own 
room, and said, " My dear, your life here is a wasted 
life. If you have courage enough left to try it, I caD 
give you another chance." 

'I passed through a month of probation in a 
London hospital. A week after that, I wore the red 
cross of the Geneva Convention — I was appointed nurse 
in a French ambulance. When you first saw me, Mr. 
Holmcroft, I still had my nurse's dress on, hidden from 
you and from everybody under a grey cloak. 

'You know what the next event was; you know 
how I entered this house. 

' I have not tried to make the worst of my trials 
and troubles in telling you what my life has been. I 
have honestly described it for what it was when I met 
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with Miss Koseberry — a life without hope. May you 
never know the temptation that tried me when the 
shell struck its victim in the French cottage. There 
she lay — dead ! Her name was untainted. Her future 
promised me the reward which had been denied to the 
honest efforts of a penitent woman. My lost place in 
the world was offered back to me on the one condition, 
that I stooped to win it by a fraud. I had no prospect 
to look forward to ; I had no friend near to advise me 
and to save me; the fairest years of my womanhood 
had been wasted in the vain struggle to recover my 
good name. kUch was my position when the possibility 
of personating Miss Eoseberry first forced itself on my 
mind. Impulsively, recklessly — -wickedly, if you like 
— I seized the opportunity, and let you pass me through 
the German lines under Miss Eoseberry's name. Ar- 
rived in England, having had time to reflect, I made 
my first and last effort to draw back before it was too 
late. I went to the Eefuge, and stopped on the oppo- 
site side of the street looking at it. The old hopeless 
life of irretrievable disgrace confronted me as I fixed 
my eyes on the familiar door ; the horror of returning 
to that life was more than I could force myself to 
endure. An empty cab passed me at the moment. 
The driver held up his hand. In sheer despair I 
stopped him; and when he said "Where to?" — in 
gheer despair again, I answered, "Mablethorpe House." 
'Of what I have suffered in secret since my 
own successful deception established me under Lady 
Janet's care I shall say nothing. Many things which 
must have surprised you in my conduct are made plain 
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to you by this time. You must have noticed long 
since that I was not a happy woman. Now you know 
why. 

' My confession is made ; my conscience has spoken 
at last. You are released from your promise to me — 
you are free. Thank Mr. Julian Gray if I stand here, 
self-accused of the offence that I have committed, 
before the man whom I have wronged.' 



CHAPTER THE TWENTY-EIGHTH 

SENTENCE IS PRONOUNCED ON HER. 

It was done. The last tones of her voice died away in 
silence. 

Her eyes still rested on Horace. After hearing 
what he had heard, could he resist that gentle, pleading 
look ? Would he forgive her ? Awhile since, Julian 
had seen tears on his cheeks, and had believed that he 
felt for her. Why was he now silent ? Was it possible 
that he only felt for himself? 

For the last time — at the crisis of her life — Julian 
spoke for her. He had never loved her as he loved her 
at that moment ; it tried even his generous nature to 
plead her cause with Horace against himself. But he 
had promised her, without reserve, all the help that 
her truest friend could offer. Faithfully and manfully 
he redeemed his promise. 

' Horace ! ' he said 



Sentence is Pronounced on Her. 349 



Horace slowly looked up. Julian rose and ap- 
proached him. 

' She has told you to thank me, if her conscience 
has spoken . Thank the noble nature which answered 
when I called upon it ! Own the priceless value of a 
woman who can speak the truth. Her heartfelt re- 
pentance is a joy in Heaven. Shall it not plead for 
her on earth? Honour her, if you are a Christian 
Feel for her, if you are a man ! ' 

He waited. Horace never answered him. 

Mercy's eyes turned tearfully on Julian. His heart 
was the heart that felt for her ! His words were the 
words which comforted and pardoned her ! When she 
looked back again at Horace, it was with an effort. 
His last hold on her was lost. In her inmost mind a 
thought rose unbidden — a thought which was not to be 
repressed. ' Can I ever have loved this man ? ' 

She advanced a step towards him ; it was not 
possible, even yet, to completely forget the past. She 
held out her hand. 

He rose, on his side — without looking at her. 

' Before we part for ever,' she said to him, ' will 
you take my hand as a token that you forgive me ?' 

He hesitated. He half lifted his hand. The next 
moment the generous impulse died away in him. In 
its place came the mean fear of what might happen if 
he trusted himself to the dangerous fascination of her 
touch. His band dropped again at his side ; he turned 
away quickly. 

4 1 can't forgive her ! ' he said. 
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With that horrible confession — without even a last 
iook at her — he left the room. 

At the moment when he opened the door, Julian's 
contempt for him burst its way through all restraints. 

' Horace,' he said, ' I pity you ! ' 

As the words escaped him, he looked back at Mercy. 
She had turned aside from both of them — she had re- 
tired to a distant part of the library. The first bitter 
foretaste of what was in store for her when she faced the 
world again had come to her from Horace ! The energy 
which had sustained her thus far, quailed before the 
dreadful prospect — doubly dreadful to a woman — of 
obloquy and contempt. Hopeless and helpless, she 
sank on her kness before a little couch in the darkest 
corner of the room. ' Oh, Christ, have mercy on me ! ' 
That was her prayer — no more. 

Julian followed her. He waited a little. Then his 
kind hand touched her ; his friendly voice fell con- 
solingly on her ear. 

' Rise, poor wounded heart ! Beautiful, purified 
soul, God's angels rejoice over you ! Take your place 
among the noblest of God's creatures ! ' 

He raised her as he spoke. All her heart went out 
to him. She caught his hand — she pressed it to her 
bosom; she pressed it to her lips — then dropped it 
suddenly, and stood before him trembling like a fright* 
ened child. 

' Forgive me !' was all she could say. « I was so lost 
and lonely — and you are so good to me ! ' 

She tried to leave him. It was useless — her 
strength was gone- she caught at the head of the 
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couch to support herself. He looked at her. The con- 
fession of his love was just rising to his lips — he looked 
again, and checked it. No ; not at that moment ; not 
when she was helpless and ashamed ; not when her 
weakness might make her yield, only to regret it at a 
later time. The great heart which had spared her and 
felt for her from the first, spared her and felt for her 
now. 

He, too, left her — but not without a word at 
parting. 

' Don't think of your future life just yet,* he said, 
gently. ' I have something to propose when rest and 
quiet have restored you.' He opened the nearest door 
— the door of the dining-room — and went out. 

The servants engaged in completing the decoration 
of the dinner-table noticed, when ' Mr. Julian ' entered 
the room, that his eyes were ' brighter than ever.' He 
looked (they remarked) like a man who 'expected good 
news.' They were inclined to suspect — though he was 
certainly rather young for it — that her ladyship's 
nephew was in a fair way of preferment in the church. 
****** 

Mercy seated herself on the couch. 

There are limits, in the physical organisation of 
man, to the action of pain. When suffering has reached 
a given point of intensity, the nervous sensibility be- 
comes incapable of feeling more. The rule of Nature 
in this respect, applies not only to sufferers in the body, 
but to sufferers in the mind as well. Grief, rage, terror, 
have also their appointed limits. The moral sensibility, 
like the nervous sensibility, reaches its period of abso- 
lute exhaustion, and feels no more. 
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The capacity for suffering in Mercy had attained its 
term. Alone in the library, she could feel the physical 
relief of repose ; she could vaguely recall Julian's part- 
ing words to her, and sadly wonder what they meant — 
and she could do no more. 

An interval passed : a brief interval of perfect rest. 

She recovered herself sufficiently to be able to look 
at her watch and to estimate the lapse of time that 
might yet pass before Julian returned to her as he had 
promised. While her mind was still languidly follow- 
ing this train of thought, she was disturbed by the ring- 
ing of a bell in the hall, used to summon the servant 
whose duties were connected with that part of the 
house. In leaving the library, Horace had gone out by the 
door which led into the hall, and had failed to close it. 
She plainly heard the bell — and a moment later (more 
plainly still) she heard Lady Janet's voice ! 

She started to her feet. Lady Janet's letter was still 
in the pocket of her apron — the letter which impera- 
tively commanded her to abstain from making the very 
confession that had just passed her lips ! It was near 
the dinner hour ; and the library was the favourite 
place in which the mistress of the house and her 
guests assembled at that time. It was no matter of 
doubt ; it was an absolute certainty that Lady Janet 
had only stopped in the hall on her way into the room. 

The alternative for Mercy lay between instantly 
leaving the library by the dining-room door — or re- 
maining where she was, at the risk of being sooner or 
later compelled to own that she had deliberately dis- 
obeyed her benefactress. Exhausted by what she had 
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already suffered, she stood trembling and irresolute, 
incapable of deciding which alternative she snould 
choose. 

Lady Janet's voice, clear and resolute, penetrated 
into the room. She was reprimanding the servant who 
had answered the bell. 

* Is it your duty in my house to look after the 
lamps ? ' 

' Yes, my lady.' 

' And is it my duty to pay you your wages t ' 

' If you please, my lady.' 

< Why do I find the light in the hall dim, and the 
wick of that lamp smoking ? I have not failed in my 
duty to You. Don't let me find you failing again in 
your duty to Me.' 

(Never had Lady Janet's voice sounded so sternly in 
Mercy's ear as it sounded now. If she spoke with that 
tone of severity to a servant who had neglected a lamp, 
what had her adopted daughter to expect, when she dis- 
covered that her entreaties and her commands had been 
alike set at defiance ?) 

Having administered her reprimand, Lady Janet 
had not done with the servant yet. She had a q\wstic>j 
to put to him next. 

1 Where is Miss Koseberry ? ' 

« In the library, my lady.' 

Mercy returned to the couch. She could stand 
00 longer ; she had not resolution enough left to lift 
her eyes to the door. 

Lady Janet came in more rapidly than usual. She 
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advanced to the couch, and tapped Mercy playfully on 
the cheek with two of her fingers. 

i You lazy child ! Not dressed for dinner ? Oh, 
he, fie ! ' 

Her tone was as playfully affectionate as the action 
which had accompanied her words. In speechless as- 
tonishment Mercy looked up at her. 

Always remarkable for the taste and splendour of 
her dress, Lady Janet had, on this occasion, surpassed 
herself. There she stood revealed in her grandest velvet, 
her richest jewellery, her finest lace — with no one to en- 
tertain at the dinner-table but the ordinary members of 
the circle at Mablethorpe House. Noticing this as 
strange to begin with, Mercy further observed, for the 
first time in her experience, that Lady Janet's eyes 
avoided meeting hers. The old lady took her place 
eompanionably on the couch ; she ridiculed her * lazy 
child's ' plain dress, without an ornament of any sort 
on it, with her best grace ; she affectionately put her 
arm round Mercy's waist, and re-arranged with her own 
hand the disordered locks of Mercy's hair-— but the in- 
stant Mercy herself looked at her, Lady Janet's eyes 
discovered something supremely interesting in the 
familiar objects that surrounded her on the library 
walls. 

How were these changes to be interpreted ? To 
what possible conclusion did they point ? 

Julian's profounder knowledge of human nature, if 
Julian had been present, might have found the clue to 
the mystery. He might have surmised (incredible as 
it was) that Mercy's timidity before Lady Janet was 
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fully reciprocated by Lady Janet's timidity before 
Mercy. It was even so. The woman whose immov- 
able composure had conquered Grace Koseberry's utmost 
insolence in the hour of her triumph — the woman who, 
without once flinching, had faced every other conse- 
quence of her resolution to ignore Mercy's true position 
in the house — quailed for the first time, when she 
found herself face to face with the very person for 
whom she had suffered and sacrificed so much. She 
had shrunk from the meeting with Mercy, as Mercy 
had shrunk from the meeting with her. The splendour 
of her dress meant simply that, when other excuses 
for delaying the meeting downstairs had all been ex 
nausted, the excuse of a long and elaborate toilet had 
been tried next. Even the moments occupied in 
reprimanding the servant had been moments seized 
on as the pretext for another delay. The hasty entrance 
into the room, the nervous assumption of playfulness 
in language and manner, the evasive and wandering 
eyes, were all referable to the same cause. In the 
presence of others, Lady Janet had successfully silenced 
the protest of her own inbred delicacy and inbred 
sense of honour. In the presence of Mercy, whom she 
loved with a mother's love — in the presence of Mercy, 
for whom she had stooped to deliberate concealment of 
the truth — all that was high and noble in the woman's 
nature rose in her and rebuked her. ' What will the 
daughter of my adoption, the child of my first and 
last experience of maternal love, think of me, now 
that I have made myself an accomplice in the fraud of 
which she is ashamed? How can I look her in the 
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face, when I have not hesitated, out of selfish con- 
sideration for my own tranquillity, to forbid that frank 
avowal of the truth which her finer sense of duty had 
spontaneously bound her to make ? ' Those were the 
torturing questions in Lady Janet's mind, while her 
arm was wound affectionately round Mercy's waist, 
while her fingers were busying themselves familiarly 
with the arrangement of Mercy's hair. Thence, and 
thence only, sprang the impulse which set her talking, 
with an uneasy affectation of frivolity, of any topic 
within the range of conversation — so long as it re- 
lated to the future, and completely ignored the present 
and the past. 

' The winter here is unendurable,' Lady Janet began. 
'I have been thinking, Grace, about what we had better 
do next.' 

Mercy started. Lady Janet had called her 'Grace.' 
Lady Janet was still deliberately assuming to be in- 
nocent of the faintest suspicion of the truth. 

' No ! ' resumed her ladyship, affecting to misunder- 
stand Mercy's movement, ' you are not to go up now 
and dress. There is no time, and I am Quite ready to 
excuse you. You are a foil to me, my dear. You have 
reached the perfection of shabbiness. Ah ! I remem- 
ber when I had my whims and fancies too, and when I 
looked well in anything I wore, just as you do. No 
more of that. As I was saying, I have been thinking 
and planning what we are to do. We really can't stay 
here. Cold one day, and hot the next — what a climate ! 
As for society, what do we lose if we go away ? There 
is no such thing as society now. Assemblies of well 
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dressed mobs meet at each other's houses, tear each 
other's clothes, tread on each other's toes. If you are 
particularly lucky you sit on the staircase, you get a 
tepid ice, and you hear vapid talk in slang phrases all 
round you. There is modern society. If we had a 
good opera it would be something to stay in London 
for. Look at the programme for the season on that 
table — promising as much as possible on paper, and 
performing as little as possible on the stage. The same 
works, sung by the same singers year after year, to the 
same stupid people — in short, the dullest musical 
evenings in Europe. No ! The more I think of it, the 
more plainly I perceive that there is but one sensible 
choice before us : we must go abroad. Set that pretty 
head to work ; choose north or south, east or west ; it's 
all the same to me. Where shall we go ? ' 

Mercy looked at her quickly as she put the 
question. 

Lady Janet, more quickly yet, looked away at the 
programme of the opera-house. Still the same melan- 
choly false pretences ! Still the same useless and cruel 
delay 1 Incapable of enduring the position now forced 
apon her, Mercy put her hand into the pocket of her 
apron, and drew from it Lady Janet's letter. 

' Will your ladyship forgive me,' she began, in faint 
faltering tones, ' if I venture on a painful subject ? I 
hardly dare acknowledge ' In spite of her resolu- 
tion to speak out plainly, the memory of past love and 
past kindness prevailed with her ; the next words died 
away on her lips. She could only hold up the letter. 

Lady Janet declined to see the letter. Lady Janet 
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Buddenly became absorbed in the arrangement of her 
bracelets. 

' I know what you daren't acknowledge, you foolish 
child ! ' she exclaimed. ' You daren't acknowledge that 
you are tired of this dull house. My dear ! I am en- 
tirely of your opinion — I am weary of my own magnifi- 
cence ; I long to be living in one snug little room, with 
one servant to wait on me. I'll tell you what we will 
do. We will go to Paris in the first place. My ex- 
cellent Migliore, prince of couriers, shall be the only 
person in attendance. He shall take a lodging for us 
in one of the unfashionable quarters of Paris. We will 
rough it, Grace (to use the slang phrase), merely foi 
a change. We will lead what they call a " Bohemian 
life." I know plenty of writers and painters and actors 
in Paris — the liveliest society in the world, my dear, 
until one gets tired of them. We will dine at the 
restaurant, and go to the play, and drive about in 
shabby little hired carriages. And when it begins to 
get monotonous (which it is only too sure to do) we 
will spread our wings and fly to Italy, and cheat the 
winter in that way. There is a plan for you ! Migliore 
is in town. I will send to him this evening, and we 
will start to-morrow.' 

Mercy made another effort. 

' I entreat your ladyship to pardon me,' she resumed. 
' I have something serious to say. I am afraid ' 

' I understand I You are afraid of crossing the 
Channel, and you don't like to say so plainly. Pooh ! 
The passage barely lasts two hours ; we will shut our- 
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selves up in a private cabin. I will send at once — the 
courier may be engaged. Eing the bell.' 

'Lady Janet, I must submit to my hard lot. I 
cannot hope to associate myself again with any future 
plans of yours ' 

' What ! you are afraid of our " Bohemian life " in 
Paris ? Observe this, Grace ! If there is one thing I 
hate more than another, it is " an old head on young 
Bhoulders." I say no more. King the bell.' 

' This cannot go on, Lady Janet ! No words can 
say how unworthy I feel of your kindness, how ashamed 
I am ' 

' Upon my honour, my dear, I agree with you. You 
ought to be ashamed, at your age, of making me get 
up to ring the bell.' 

Her obstinacy was immovable; she attempted to 
rise from the couch. But one choice was left to Mercy. 
She anticipated Lady Janet, and rang the bell. 

The man-servant came in. He had his little letter 
tray in his hand, with a card on it, and a sheet of paper 
beside the card, which looked like an open letter. 

' You know where my courier lives when he is in 
London?' asked Lady Janet. 

' Yes, my lady.' 

' Send one of the grooms to him on horseback ; I 
am in a hurry. The courier is to come here without 
fail to-morrow morning — in time for the tidal train to 
Paris. You understand ? ' 

' Yes, my lady.' 

' What have you got there ? Anything for me 'i ' 

* For Miss Roseberry, my lady.' 
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As he answered, the man handed the card and the 
open letter to Mercy. 

'The lady is waiting in the morning-room, miss. 
She wished me to say she has time to spare, and she 
will wait for you if you are not ready yet.' 

Having delivered his message in those terms, he 
withdrew. 

Mercy read the name on the card. The Matron 
nad arrived ! She looked at the letter next. It ap- 
peared to be a printed circular, with some lines in 
pencil added on the empty page. Printed lines and 
written lines swam before her eyes. She felt, rather 
than saw, Lady Janet's attention steadily and suspi- 
ciously fixed on her. With the Matron's arrival, the 
foredoomed end of the flimsy false pretences and the 
cruel delays had come. 

' A friend of yours, my dear ?' 

' Yes, Lady Janet.' 

'Am I acquainted with her?' 

' I think not, Lady Janet.' 

'You appear to be agitated. Does your visitoi 
bring bad news ? Is there anything that I can do for 
you?' 

' You can add — immeasurably add, madam — to all 
your past kindness, if you will only bear with me and 
forgive me.' 

' Bear with you, and forgive you ? I don't under- 
stand.' 

'I will try to explain. Whatever else you may 
think of me, Lady Janet, for God's sake don't think 
me ungrateful.'' 
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Lady Janet held up her hand for silence. 

' I dislike explanations,' she said, sharply. ' Nobody 
ought to know that better than you. Perhaps the 
lady's letter will explain for you. Why have you not 
looked at it yet?' 

'I am in great trouble, madam, as you noticed just 
now ' 

' Have you any objection to my knowing who your 
visitor is ? ' 

' No, Lady Janet. 

* Let me look at her card, then.' 

Mercy gave the Matron's card to Lady Janet, as sh* 
had given the Matron's telegram to Horace. 

Lady Janet read the name on the card — considered 
— decided that it was a name quite unknown to her — 
and looked next at the address: 'Western District 
Kefuge, Milburn Eoad.' 

* A lady connected with a Refuge ? ' she said, speak- 
ing to herself ; ' and calling here by appointment — if I 
remember the servant's message? A strange time to 
choose, if she has come for a subscription ! ' 

She paused. Her brow contracted ; her face har- 
dened, A word from her would now have brought the 
interview to its inevitable end, and she refused to speak 
the word. To the last moment she persisted in ignoring 
the truth ! Placing the card on the couch at her side, 
she pointed with her long yellow-white forefinger to 
the printed letter lying side by side with her own letter 
on Mercy's lap. 

' Do you mean to read it, or not ? ' she asked. 

Mercy lifted her eyes, fast filling with tears, to Lady 
Janet's face. 
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* May I beg that your ladyship will read it for me?' 
she said — and placed the Matron's letter in Lady Janet's 
hand. 

It was a printed circular announcing a new deve- 
lopment in the charitable work of the Refuge. Sub- 
scribers were informed that it had been decided to 
extend the shelter and the training of the institution 
(thus far devoted to fallen women alone) so as to in- 
clude destitute and helpless children found wandering 
in the streets. The question of the number of children 
to be thus rescued and protected was left dependent, as 
a matter of course, on the bounty of the friends of the 
Refuge ; the cost of the maintenance of each one child 
being stated at the lowest possible rate. A list 01 
influential persons who had increased their subscriptions 
so as to cover the cost, and a brief statement of the 
progress already made with the new work, completed 
the appeal, and brought the circular to its end. 

The lines traced in pencil (in the Matron's hand- 
writing) followed on the blank page. 

'Your letter tells me, my dear, that you would 
like — remembering your own childhood — to be em- 
ployed when you return among us in saving other poor 
children left helpless on the world. Our circular will 
inform you that I am able to meet your wishes. My 
first errand this evening in your neighbourhood was to 
take charge of a poor child — a little girl — who stands 
sadly in need of our caie. I have ventured to bring 
her with me, thinking she might help to reconcile you 
to the coming change in your life. You will find ua 
both waiting to go back with you to the old house. I 
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write this instead of saying it, hearing from the servant 
that you are not alone, and being unwilling to intrude 
myself, as a stranger, on the lady of the house.' 

Lady Janet read the pencilled lines, as she had 
read the printed sentences, aloud. Without a word of 
comment, she laid the letter where she had laid the 
card ; and, rising from her seat, stood for a moment in 
silence, looking at Mercy. The sudden change in her 
which the letter had produced — quietly as it had taken 
place — was terrible to see. On the frowning brow, in 
the flashing eyes, on the hardened lips, outraged love 
and outraged pride looked down on the lost woman, 
and said, as if in words, ' You have roused us at last.' 

'If that letter means anything,' she began, 'it 
means you are about to leave my house. There can be 
but one reason for your taking such a step as that.' 

' It is the only atonement I can make, madam ' 

'I see another letter on your lap. Is it ray letter?' 

'Yes.' 

' Have you read it ? ' 

' I have read it.' 

' Have you seen Horace Holmcroft ? ' 

'Yes.' 

' Have you told Horace Holmcroft — — ' 

' Oh, Lady Janet ' 

' Don't interrupt me. Have you told Horace Holm- 
croft what my letter positively forbade you to commu- 
nicate, either to him or to any living creature ? I 
want no protestations and excuses. Answer me in- 
stantly ; and answer in one word — Yes, or No.' 

Not even that haughty language, not even those 
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pitiless tones, could extinguish in Mercy's heart the 
sacred memories of past kindness and past love. She 
fell on her knees — her outstretched hands touched 
Lady Janet's dress. Lady Janet sharply drew her dress 
away, and sternly repeated her last words. 

'Yes, or No?' 

< Yes.' 

She had owned it at last ! To this end Lady Janet 
had submitted to Grace Koseberry ; had offended Horace 
Holmcroft ; had stooped for the first time in her life 
to concealments and compromises that degraded her. 
After all that she had sacrificed and suffered — there 
Mercy knelt at her feet, self-convicted of violating her 
commands, trampling on her feelings, deserting her 
house ! And who was the woman who had done this ? 
The same woman who had perpetrated the fraud, and 
who had persisted in the fraud, until her benefactress 
had descended to become her accomplice. Then, and 
then only, she had suddenly discovered that it was her 
sacred duty to tell the truth ! 

In proud silence the great lady met the blow that 
had fallen on her. In proud silence she turned her 
back on her adopted daughter, and walked to the door. 

Mercy made her last appeal to the generous friend 
whom she had offended — to the second mother whom 
she had loved. 

' Lady Janet ! Lady Janet ! Don't leave me without 
a word. Oh, madam, try to feel for me a little ! I am 
returning to a life of humiliation — the shadow of my 
old disgrace is falling on me once more. We shall 
never meet again. Even though I have not deserved 
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it, let my repentance plead with you ! Say you forgive 
me! 

Lady Janet turned round on the threshold of the 
door. 

' I never forgive ingratitude,' she said. ' Go back 
to the Eefuge.' 

The door opened, and closed on her. Mercy was 
alone again in the room. 

Unforgiven by Horace, unforgiven by Lady Janet ! 
She put her hands to her burning head — and tried to 
think. Oh, for the cool air of the night ! Oh, for the 
friendly shelter of the Eefuge ! She could feel those 
sad longings in her ; it was impossible to think. 

She rang the bell — and shrank back the instant she 
had done it. Had she any right to take that liberty ? 
She ought to have thought of it before she rang. 
Habit — all habit. How many hundreds of times she 
had rung the bell at Mablethorpe House ! 

The servant came in. She amazed the man — she 
spoke to him so timidly : she even apologised for trou- 
bling him ! 

* I am sorry to disturb you. Will you be so kind 
as to say to the lady that I am ready for her ? ' 

' Wait to give that message,' said a voice behind 
them, ' until you hear the bell rung again.' 

Mercy looked round in amazement. Julian had 
returned to the library by the dining-room door. 
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CHAPTER THE TWENTY-NINTH. 

THE LAST TEIAL. 

The servant left them together. Mercy spoke first. 

* Mr. Gray!' she exclaimed, 'why have you delayed 
my message ? If you knew all, you would know that 
it is far from being a kindness to me to keep me in 
this house.' 

He advanced closer to her — surprised by her words, 
alarmed by her looks. 

' Has anyone been here in my absence ? ' he asked. 

' Lady Janet has been here in your absence. I can't 
speak of it — my heart feels crushed — I can bear no 
more. Let me go ! ' 

Briefly as she had replied, she had said enough. 
Julian's knowledge of Lady Janet's character told him 
what had happened. His face showed plainly that he 
was disappointed as well as distressed. 

' I had hoped to have been with you when you and 
my aunt met, and to have prevented this,' he said. 
' Believe me, she will atone for all that she may have 
harshly and hastily done, when she has had time to 
think. Try not to regret it, if she has made your 
hard sacrifice harder still. She has only raised you the 
higher — she has additionally ennobled you and en- 
deared you in my estimation. Forgive me, if I own 
this in plain words. I cannot control myself, I feel too 
strongly.' 
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At other times Mercy might have heard the coming 
avowal in his tones, might have discovered it in his 
eyes. As it was, her delicate insight was dulled, her 
fine perception was blunted. She held out her hand to 
him, feeling a vague conviction that he was kinder to 
her than ever — and feeling no more. 

* I must thank you for the last time,' she said. ' As 
long as life is left, my gratitude will be a part of my 
life. Let me go. While I have some strength left, let 
me go ! ' 

She tried to leave him, and ring the bell. He held 
aer hand firmly, and drew her closer to him. 

' To the Eefuge ? ' he asked. 

' Yes ! ' she said. ' Home again ! ' 

' Don't say that ! ' he exclaimed. ' I can't bear to 
hear it. Don't call the Refuge your home ! ' 

' What else is it ? Where else can I go ? ' 

' I have come here to tell you. I said, if you re 
member, I had something to propose.' 

She felt the fervent pressure of his hand ; she savr 
the mounting enthusiasm flashing in his eyes. Her 
weary mind roused itself a little. She began to tremble 
under the electric influence of his touch. 

' Something to propose ? ' she repeated. ' What is 
there to propose ? ' 

' Let me ask you a question on my side. What 
have you done to-day ? ' 

' You know what I have done — it is your work,' she 
answered humbly. ' Why return to it now ? ' 

'I return to it for the last time; I return to it, with 
a purpose which you will soon understand. You have 
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abandoned your marriage engagement ; you have for- 
feited Lady Janet's love ; you have ruined all your 
worldly prospects — you are now returning, self-devoted, 
to a life which you have yourself described as a life 
without hope. And all this you have done of your own 
free will — at a time when you are absolutely secure of 
your position in the house — for the sake of speaking the 
truth. Now tell me. Is a woman who can make that 
sacrifice a woman who will prove unworthy of the trust, 
if a man places in her keeping his honour and his 
name ? ' 

She understood him at last. She broke away from 
him with a cry. She stood with her hands clasped, 
trembling and looking at him. 

He gave her no time to think. The words poured 
from his lips, without conscious will or conscious effort 
of his own. 

' Mercy, from the first moment when I saw you I 
ioved you ! You are free ; I may own it ; I may ask 
you to be my wife ! ' 

She drew back from him farther and farther, with a 
wild, imploring gesture of her hand. 

* No ! no I ' she cried. ' Think of what you are 
saying ! Think of what you would sacrifice ! It can- 
not, must not, be.' 

His face darkened with a sudden dread. His head 
fell on his breast. His voice sank so low that she 
could barely bear it. 

' J had forgotten something, he said, ' You h»T? 
icminded me of i(. 

She ventured back a little nearer to him. ' Have Jl 
offended you 9 
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He smiled sadly. 'You have enlightened me. I 
had forgotten that it doesn't follow, because I love you, 
that you should love me in return. Say that it is so, 
Mercy — and I leave you.' 

A faint tinge of colour rose on her face — then left 
it again paler than ever. Her eyes looked downward 
timidly under the eager gaze that he fastened on her. 

' How can I say so ? ' she answered simply. ' Where 
is the woman in my place whose heart could resist you ?' 

He eagerly advanced ; he held out his arms to her 
in breathless, speechless joy. She drew back from 
him once more with a look that horrified him — a look 
of blank despair. 

' Am I fit to be your wife ? ' she asked. ' Must 1 
remind you of what you owe to your high position, 
your spotless integrity, your famous name ? Think of 
all you have done for me, and then think of the black 
ingratitude of it if I ruin you for life by consenting to 
our marriage — if I selfishly, cruelly, wickedly, drag you 
down to the level of a woman like me ? ' 

' I raise you to my level when I make you my wife,' 
be answered. ' For heaven's sake do me justice ! Don't 
refer me to the world and its opinions. It rests with 
you, and you alone, to make the misery or the happi- 
ness of my life. The world ! Good God ! What can 
the world give me in exchange for You ? ' 

She clasped her hands imploringly ; the tears flowed 
fast over her cheeks. 

' Oh, have pity on my weakness ! ' she cried. ' Kindest, 
best of men, help me to do my hard duty towards you 
is is so hard, after all that I have suffered — when my 
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heart is yearning for peace and happiness and love ! ' 
She checked herself, shuddering at the words that had 
escaped her. ' Remember how Mr. Holmcroft has used 
me ! Remember how Lady Janet has left me ! Re- 
member what I have told you of my life ! The scorn 
of every creature you know would strike at you through 
me. No ! no ! no ! Not a word more. Spare me ! 
pity me ! leave me ! ' 

Her voice failed her ; sobs choked her utterance. 
He sprang to her and took her in his arms. She was 
incapable of resisting him ; but there was no yielding 
in her. Her head lay on his bosom, passive— horribly 
passive, like the head of a corpse. 

' Mercy ! My darling ! We will go away — we will 
leave England — we will take refuge among new people, 
in a new world — I will change my name — I will break 
with relatives, friends, everybody. Anything, anything, 
rather than lose you ! ' 

She lifted her head slowly and looked at him. 

He suddenly released her; he reeled back like a 
man staggered by a blow, and dropped into a chair. 
Before she had uttered a word he saw the terrible 
resolution in her face — Death, rather than yield to her 
own weakness and disgrace him. 

She stood with her hands lightly clasped in front of 
her. Her grand head was raised ; her soft grey eyes 
shone again undimmed by tears. The storm of emotion 
had swept over her and had passed away. A sad tran- 
quillity was in her face ; a gentle resignation was in her 
voice. The calm of a martyr was the calm that con« 
fronted him as she spoke her last words, 
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* A woman who has lived my life, a woman who has 
Buffered what I have suffered, may love you — as I love 
you — but she must not be your wife. That place is too 
high above her. Any other place is too far below her 
and below you.' She paused, and advancing to the bell 
gave the signal for her departure. That done, she 
slowly retraced her steps until she stood at Julian's 
side. 

Tenderly she lifted his head, and laid it for a mo- 
ment on her bosom. Silently she stooped, and touched 
his forehead with her lips. All the gratitude that filled 
her heart and all the sacrifice that rent it, were in those 
two actions — so modestly, so tenderly performed ! As 
the last lingering pressure of her fingers left him, Julian 
burst into tears. 

The servant answered the bell. At the moment 
when he opened the door a woman's voice was audible, 
in the hall, speaking to him. 

' Let the child go in,' the voice said. ' I will wait 
here.' 

The child appeared — the same forlorn little creature 
who had reminded Mercy of her own early years, on the 
day when she and Horace Holmcfoft had been out for 
their walk. 

There was no beauty in this child ; no halo of 
romance brightened the commonplace horror of hei 
story. She came cringing into the room, staring stu- 
pidly at the magnificence all round her — the daughter 
of the London streets ! the pet creation of the laws of 
political economy ! the savage and terrible product of 
a worn-out system of government and of a civilisation 

mil 
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rotten to its core ! Cleaned for the first time in her 
life ; fed sufficiently for the first time in her life ; 
dressed in clothes instead of rags for the first time iri 
her life, Mercy's sister in adversity crept fearfully ovei 
the beautiful carpet, and stopped wonderstruck before 
the marbles of an inlaid table — a blot of mud on the 
splendour of the room. 

Mercy turned from Julian to meet the child. The 
woman's heart, hungering in its horrible isolation for 
something that it might harmlessly love, welcomed the 
rescued waif of the streets as a consolation sent from 
God. She caught the stupefied little creature up in her 
arms. ' Kiss me!' she whispered in the reckless agony 
of the moment. ' Call me sister ! ' The child stared 
vacantly. Sister meant nothing to her mind but au 
older girl who was strong enough to beat her. 

She put the child down again, and turned for a last 
look at the man whose happiness she had wrecked — in 
pity to him. 

He had never moved. His head was down ; his 
face was hidden. She went back to him a few steps. 

* The others have gone from me without one kind 
word. Can you forgive me ? ' 

He held out his hand to her without looking up 
Sorely as she had wounded him, his generous nature 
understood her. True to her from the first, he was 
true to her still. 

' God bless, and comfort you,' he said in broken 
(ones. ' The earth holds no nobler woman than 
you. 

She knelt and kissed the kind hand that pressed 
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hers for the last time. ' It doesn't end with this world,' 
Bhe whispered, < there is a better world to come ! ' Then 
she rose, and went back to the child. Hand-in-hand, 
the two citizens of the Government of God — outcasts 
of the Government of Man— passed slowly down the 
length of the room. Then, out into the hall. Then, 
out into the night. The heavy clang of the closing 
door tolled the knell of their departure. They were 
gone. 

But the orderly routine of the house — inexorable as 
death — pursued its appointed course. As the clock 
struck the hour the dinner-bell rang. An interval of 
a minute passed, and marked the limit of delay. The 
outler appeared at the dining-room door. 

' Dinner is served, sir.' 

Julian looked up. The empty room met his eyes. 
Something white lay on the carpet close by him. It 
was her handkerchief — wet with her tears. He took it 
up, and pressed it to his lips. Was that to be the last 
of her ? Had she left him for ever ? 

The native energy of the man, arming itself with 
all the might of his love, kindled in him again. No ! 
While life was in him, while time was before him, 
there was the hope of winning her yet ! 

He turned to the servant, reckless of what his face 
might betray. 

' Where is Lady Janet ? ' 

* In the dining-room, sir." 

He reflected for a moment. His own influence had 
failed. Through what other influence could he now 
hope to reach her ? As the question crossed hia mind. 
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the light broke on him. He saw the way back to hot 
— through the influence of Lady Janet. 

' Her ladyship is waiting, sir.' 

Julian entered the dining-room. 
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from Me. Hobacb Holmcroft to Miss Grace 

ROSEBERRY. 

' I hasten to thank you, dear Miss Roseberry, for your 
very kind letter, received by yesterday's mail from 
Canada. Believe me, I appreciate your generous readi- 
ness to pardon and forget what I so rudely said to you 
at a time when the arts of an adventuress had blinded 
me to the truth. In the grace which has forgiven me 
I recognise the inbred sense of justice of a true lady 
Birth and breeding can never fail to assert themselves ; 
I believe in them, thank God, more firmly than ever. 

' You ask me to keep you informed of the progress 
of Julian Grray's infatuation, and of the course of con- 
duct pursued towards him by Mercy Merrick. 

' If you had not favoured me by explaining your 
object, I might have felt some surprise at receiving, 
from a lady in your position, such a request as this. 
But the motives by which you describe yourself as being 
actuated are beyond dispute. The existence of Society, 
as you truly say, is threatened by the present lament- 
able prevalence of Liberal ideas throughout the length 
and breadth of the land. We can only hope to protect 
ourselves against impostors interested in gaining a 
position among persons of our rank, by becoming in 
some sort (unpleasant as it may be) familiar with the 
arts by which imposture too frequently succeeds. If 
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we wish to know to what daring lengths cunning car 
go, to what pitiable self-delusion credulity can consent 
we must watch the proceedings — even while we shrink 
from them — of a Mercy Merrick and a Julian Gray. 

' In taking up my narrative again, where my last 
letter left off, I must venture to set you right on one 
point. 

' Certain expressions which have escaped your pen 
suggest to me that you blame Julian Gray as the cause 
of Lady Janet's regrettable visit to the Eefuge, the day 
after Mercy Merrick had left her house. This is not 
quite correct. Julian, as you will presently see, has 
enough to answer for, without being held responsible for 
errors of judgment in which he has had no share. Lady 
Janet (as she herself told me) went to the Eefuge of 
her own free-will, to ask Mercy Merrick's pardon for 
the language which she had used on the previous day. 
" I passed a night of such misery as no words can 
describe " — this, I assure you, is what her ladyship really 
said to me — " thinking over what my vile pride and 
selfishness and obstinacy had made me say and do. I 
would have gone down on my knees to beg her pardon 
if she would have let me. My first happy moment was 
when I won her consent to come and visit me sometimes 
at Mablethorpe House." 

' You will, I am sure, agree with me that such ex- 
travagance as this is to be pitied rather than blamed. 
How sad to see the decay of the faculties with advancing 
age ! It is a matter of grave anxiety to consider how much 
longer poor Lady Janet can be trusted to manage her 
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own affairs. I shall take an opportunity of touching 
on the matter delicately when I next see her lawyer. 

' I am straying from my subject. And — is it not 
strange ? — I am writing to you as confidentially as if 
we were old friends. 

' To return to Julian Gray. Innocent of instigating 
his aunt's first visit to the Eefuge, he is guilty of having 
induced her to go there for the second time, the day 
after I had despatched my last letter to you. Lady 
Janet's object on this occasion was neither more nor 
less than to plead her nephew's cause as humble suitor 
for the hand of Mercy Merrick. Imagine the descendant 
of one of the oldest families in England inviting an 
adventuress in a Eefuge to honour a clergyman of the 
Church of England by becoming his wife ! In what 
times do we live 1 My dear mother shed tears of shame 
when she heard of it. How you would love and admire 
my mother ! 

* I dined at Mablethorpe House by previous appoint- 
ment, on the day when Lady Janet returned from her 
degrading errand. 

' "Well ! " I said, waiting of course until the servant 
was out of the room. 

' " Well," Lady Janet answered, " Julian was quite 
right." 

' « Quite right in what ? " 

' " In saying that the earth holds no nobler woman 
than Mercy Merrick." 

' " Has she refused him again ? " 

* " She has refused him again." 

4 " Thank God ! " I felt it fervently, and I said so 



380 The New Magdalen. 

fervently. Lady Janet laid down her knife and fork, 
and fixed one of her fierce looks on me. 

' " It may not be your fault, Horace," she said, " if 
your nature is incapable of comprehending what is 
great and generous in other natures higher than yours 
But the least you can do is to distrust your own capa- 
city of appreciation. For the future keep your opinions 
(on questions which you don't understand) modestly to 
yourself. I have a tenderness for you for your father's 
sake ; and I take the most favourable view of your con- 
duct towards Mercy Merrick. I humanely consider it 
the conduct of a fool." (Her own words, Miss Kose- 
Derry. I assure you once more, her own words.) "But 
don't trespass too far on my indulgence — don't insinuate 
again that a woman who is good enough (if she died 
this night) to go to Heaven, is not good enough to be 
my nephew's wife." 

' I expressed to you my conviction a little way back, 
that it was doubtful whether poor Lady Janet would be 
much longer competent to manage her own affairs. 
Perhaps you thought me hasty, then ? What do you 
think, now ? 

' It was of course useless to reply seriously to the 
extraordinary reprimand that I had received. Besides, 
I was really shocked by a decay of principle which pro 
ceeded but too plainly from decay of the mental powers. 
I made a soothing and respectful reply; and I was 
favoured in return with some account of what had 
really happened at the Eefuge. My mother and my 
Bisters were disgusted when I repeated the particulars 
to them. You will be disgusted too. 
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' The interesting penitent (expecting Lady Janet's 
visit) was, of course, discovered in a touching domestic 
position ! She had a foundling baby asleep on her lap 
and she was teaching the alphabet to an ugly little 
vagabond girl whose acquaintance she had first made in 
the street. Just the sort of artful tableau vivant to 
impose on an old lady — was it not ? 

'You will understand what followed, when Lady 
Janet opened her matrimonial negotiation. Having 
perfected herself in her part, Mercy Merrick, to do her 
justice, was not the woman to play it badly. The most 
magnanimous sentiments flowed from her lips. She de- 
clared that her future life was devoted to acts of charity, 
typified of course by the foundling infant and the ugly 
little girl. However she might personally suffer, what- 
ever might be the sacrifice of her own feelings — observe 
how artfully this was put, to insinuate that she was her- 
self in love with him ! — she could not accept from Mr. 
Julian Gray an honour of which she was unworthy. 
Her gratitude to him and her interest in him alike 
forbade her to compromise his brilliant future, by con- 
senting to a marriage which would degrade him in the 
estimation of all his friends. She thanked him (with 
tears) ; she thanked Lady Janet (with more tears) ; but 
she dare not, in the interests of his honour and his 
happiness, accept the hand that he offered to her. God 
bless and comfort him ; and God help her to bear with 
her hard lot 

'The object of this contemptible comedy is plain 
enough to my mind. She is simply holding off (Julian, 
as you know, is a poor man), until the influence of 
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Lady Janet's persuasion is backed by the opening of 
Lady Janet's purse. In one word — Settlements ! But 
for the profanity of the woman's language, and the 
really lamentable credulity of the poor old lady, the 
whole thing would make a fit subject for a burlesque. 

' But the saddest part of the story is still to come. 

' In due course of time, the lady's decision was com- 
municated to Julian Gray. He took leave of his senses 
on the spot. Can you believe it ? — he has resigned his 
curacy ! At a time when the church is thronged every 
Sunday to hear him preach, this madman shuts the 
door and. walks out of the pulpit. Even Lady Janet 
was not far enough gone in folly to abet him in this. 
She remonstrated, like the rest of his friends. Per- 
fectly useless ! He had but one answer to everything 
they could say : " My career is closed." What stuff ! 

' You will ask, naturally enough, what this perverse 
man is going to do next. I don't scruple to say that 
lie is bent on committing suicide. Pray do not be 
alarmed ! There is no fear of the pistol, the rope, or 
the river. Julian is simply courting death — within 
the limits of the law. 

' This is strong language, I know. You shall hear 
what the facts are, arid judge for yourself. 

' Having resigned his curacy, his next proceeding 
was to offer his services, as volunteer, to a new mis- 
sionary enterprise on the West Coast of Africa. The 
persons at the head of the Mission proved, most fortu- 
nately, to have a proper sense of their duty. Express- 
ing their conviction of the value of Julian's assistance 
in the most handsome terms, they made it nevertheless 
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a condition of entertaining his proposal that he should 
submit to examination by a competent medical man. 
After some hesitation he consented to this. The doctor's 
report was conclusive. In Julian's present state of 
health the climate of West Africa would in all pro- 
bability kill him in three months' time. 

' Foiled in his first attempt, he addressed himself 
next to a London Mission. Here, it was impossible to 
raise the question of climate : and here, I grieve to say, 
he has succeeded. 

' He is now working — in other words, he is now 
deliberately risking his life — in the Mission to Green 
Anchor Fields. The district known by this name is 
situated in a remote part of London, near the Thames. 
It is notoriously infested by the most desperate and 
degraded set of wretches in the whole metropolitan 
population ; and it is so thickly inhabited that it is 
hardly ever completely free from epidemic disease. In 
this horrible place, and among these dangerous people, 
Julian is now employing himself from morning to night. 
None of his old friends ever see him. Since he joined 
the Mission he has not even called on Lady Janet Roy. 

' My pledge is redeemed — the facts are before you. 
Am 1 wrong in taking my gloomy view of the prospect ? 
I cannot forget that this unhappy man was once my 
friend ; and 1 really see no hope for him in the future. 
Deliberately self-exposed to the violence of ruffians 
and the outbreak of disease, who is to extricate him 
from his shocking position '( The one person who can 
do it is the person whose association with him would 
be his ruin- Mercy Merrick. Heaven only knows what 
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disasters it may be my painful duty to communicate 
to you in my next letter ! 

' You are so kind as to ask me to tell you something 
about myself and my plans. 

' I have very little to say on either head. After 
what I have suffered — my feelings trampled on, my 
confidence betrayed — I am as yet hardly capable of 
deciding what I shall do. Returning to my old pro- 
fession — to the army — is out of the question, in these 
levelling days, when any obscure person who can pass 
an examination may call himself my brother officer, 
and may one day perhaps command me as my superior 
in rank. If I think of any career, it is the career of 
diplomacy. Birth and breeding have not quite disap- 
peared as essential qualifications in that branch of the 
public service. But I have decided nothing as yet. 

* My mother and sisters, in the event of your re- 
turning to England, desire me to say that it will afford 
them the greatest pleasure to make your acquaintance. 
Sympathising with me, they do not forget what you 
too have suffered. A warm welcome awaits you when 
you pay your first visit at our house. 

' Most truly yours, 

* HOBACE HoLMCROfT.' 
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II. 

From Miss Grace Koseberrt to Mr. Horace 
holmcroft. 

'Dear Me. Holmcroft, 

' I snatch a few moments from my other avoca- 
tions to thank you for your most interesting and 
delightful letter. How well you describe, how ac- 
curately you judge ! If Literature stood a little 
higher as a profession, I should almost advise you 
— but no ! if you entered Literature, how could 
you associate with the people whom you would be 
likely to meet ? 

'Between ourselves, I always thought Mr. Julian 
Gray an over-rated man. I will not say he has justi- 
fied my opinion. I will only say I pity him. But, 
dear Mr. Holmcroft, how can you, with your sound 
judgment, place the sad alternatives now before him 
on the same level ? To die in Green Anchor Fields, 
or to fall into the clutches of that vile wretch — ia 
there any comparison between the two ? Better a 
thousand times die at the post of duty than marry 
Mercy Merrick. 

' As I have written the creature's name, I may add 
— so as to have all the sooner done with the subject — 
that I shall look with anxiety for your nest letter. Do 
not suppose that I feel the smallest curiosity about. 
t,his degraded and denning woman My interest in 

CO 



386 The New Magdalen. 

her is purely religious. To persons of my devout turn 
of mind, she is an awful warning. When I feel Satan 
near me — it will be such a means of grace to think of 
Mercy Merrick ! 

* Poor Lady Janet ! I noticed those signs of mental 
decay to which you so feelingly allude, at the last 
interview I had with her in Mablethorpe House. If 
you can find an opportunity, will you say that I 
wish her well, here and hereafter ? and will you 
please add, that I do not omit to remember her in 
my prayers ? 

' There is just a chance of my visiting England 
towards the close of the autumn. My fortunes have 
changed since I wrote last. I have been received as 
reader and companion by a lady who is the wife of one 
of our high judicial functionaries in this part of the 
world. I do not take much interest in him ; he is 
what they call a " self-made man." His wife is charm- 
ing. Besides being a person of highly intellectual 
tastes, she is greatly her husband's superior — as you 
will understand when I tell you that she is related to 
the G-ommerys of Pommery; not the Pommerys of 
Grommery, who (as your knowledge of our old families 
will inform you) only claim kindred with the younger 
branch of that ancient race. 

'In the elegant and improving companionship 
which I now enjoy, I should feel quite happy but for 
one drawback. The climate of Canada is not favourable 
to my kind patroness ; and her medical advisers recom- 
mend her to winter in London. In this event, I am to 
have the privilege of accompanying her. Is it neces- 
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?&ry to add that my first visit will be paid at your 
house ? I feel already united by sympathy to your 
mother and your sisters. There is a sort of free- 
masonry among gentlewomen, is there not ? With 
best thanks and remembrances, and many delightful 
anticipations of your next letter, believe me, dear 
Mr. Holmcroft, 

* Truly yours, 

*G-BACE RoSEBERRY.' 



III. 

From Mb. Hokace Holmcboft to Miss G-bacb 
rosebeeby. 

' Mt dear Miss Roseberkt, 

* Pray excuse my long silence. I have waited 
for mail after mail, in the hope of being able to send 
you some good news at last. It is useless to wait 
longer. My worst forebodings have been realised : my 
painful duty compels me to write a letter which will 
surprise and shock you. 

' Let me describe events in their order as they hap 
pened. In this way I may hope to gradually prepare 
your mind for what is to come. 

' About three weeks after I wrote to you last, Julian 
Gray paid the penalty of his headlong rashness. I do 
not mean that he suffered any actual violence at the 
hands of the people among whom he had cast his lot. 
On the contrary, he succeeded, incredible as it may 

c c 
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appear, in producing a favourable impression on the 
ruffians about him. As I understand it, they began by 
respecting his courage in venturing among them alone ; 
and they ended in discovering that he was really inter- 
ested in promoting their welfare. It is to the other 
peril, indicated in my last letter, that he has fallen a 
victim — the peril of disease. Not long after he began 
his labours in the district fever broke out. We only 
heard that Julian had been struck down by the epi- 
demic when it was too late to remove him from the 
lodging that he occupied in the neighbourhood. I made 
enquiries personally the moment the news reached us. 
The doctor in attendence refused to answer for his life. 

' In this alarming state of things, poor Lady Janet, 
impulsive and unreasonable as usual, insisted on leav- 
ing Mablethorpe House and taking up her residence 
near her nephew. 

' Finding it impossible to persuade her of the folly 
of removing from home and its comforts at her age, 1 
felt it my duty to accompany her. We found accom- 
modation (such as it was) in a riverside inn, used by 
ship-captains and commercial travellers. I took it on 
myself to provide the best medical assistance; Lady 
Janet's insane prejudices against doctors impelling her 
to leave this important part of the arrangements en- 
tirely in my hands. 

' It is needless to weary you by entering into details 
on the subject of Julian's illness. 

'The fever pursued the ordinary course, and was 
characterised by the usual intervals of delirium and 
exhaustion succeeding each other. Subsequent events, 



Epilogue. 3S9 

which it is, unfortunately, necessary to relate to you, 
leave me no choice but to dwell (as briefly as possible) 
on the painful subject of the delirium. In other cases, 
the wanderings of fever-stricken people present, I am 
told, a certain variety of range. In Julian's case they 
were limited to one topic. He talked incessantly oi 
Mercy Merrick. His invariable petition to his medical 
attendants entreated them to send for her to nurse him. 
Day and night that one idea was in his mind, and that 
one name on his lips. 

* The doctors naturally made enquiries as to this 
absent person. I was obliged (in confidence) to state 
the circumstances to them plainly. 

* The eminent physician whom I had called in to 
superintend the treatment behaved admirably. Though 
he has risen from the lower order of the people, he has 
strange to say, the instincts of a gentleman. He tho- 
roughly understood our trying position, and felt all the 
importance of preventing such a person as Mercy Mer- 
rick from seizing the opportunity of intruding herself 
at the bedside. A soothing prescription (I have his 
own authority for saying it) was all that was required 
to meet the patient's case. The local doctor, on the 
other hand, a young man (and evidently a red-hot 
.Radical), proved to be obstinate, and, considering his 
position, insolent as well. " I have nothing to do with 
the lady's character and with your opinion of it," he 
said to me. " I have only, to the best of my judgment, 
to point out to you the likeliest means of saving the 
patient's life. Our art is at the end of its resources. 
Send for Mercy Merrick, no matter who she is or what 
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she is. There is just a chance — especially if she proves 
to be a sensible person and a good nurse — that he may 
astonish you all by recognising her. In that case only 
his recovery is probable. If you persist in disregarding 
his entreaties, if you let the delirium go on for four 
and twenty hours more, he is a dead man." 

* Lady Janet was, most unluckily, present when 
this impudent opinion was delivered at the bedside. 

'Need I tell you the sequel? Called upon to choose 
between the course indicated by a physician who is 
making his five thousand a year, and who is certain of 
the next medical baronetcy, and the advice volunteered 
by an obscure general practitioner at the East End of 
London, who is not making his five hundred a year — 
need I stop to inform you of her ladyship's decision 'i 
You know her ; and you will only too well understand 
that her next proceeding was to pay a third visit to the 
Eefuge. 

4 Two hours later — I give you my word of honour I 
am not exaggerating — Mercy Merrick was established 
at Julian's bedside. 

' The excuse, of course, was that it was her duty not 
to let any private scruples of her own stand in the way, 
when a medical authority had declared that she might 
save the patient's life. You will not be surprised to 
hear that I withdrew from the scene. The physician 
followed my example — after having written his soothing 
prescription, and having been grossly insulted by the 
local practitioner's refusal to make use of it. I went 
back in the doctor's carriage. He spoke most feelingly 
and properly. Without giving any positive opinion, 
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I could see that he had abandoned all hope of Julian's 
recovery. " We are in the hands of Providence, Mr. 
Holmcroffc " — those were his last words as he set me 
down at my mother's door. 

' I have hardly the heart to go on. If I studied my 
ovn wishes, I should feel inclined to stop here. 

* Let me at least hasten to the end. In two or three 
days' time, I received my first intelligence of the patient 
and his nurse. Lady Janet informed me that he had 
recognised her. When I heard this I felt prepared for 
what was to come. The next report announced that 
he vas gaining strength, and the next that he was out 
of danger. Upon this, Lady Janet returned to Mable- 
thorje House. I called there a week ago — and heard 
that he had been removed to the seaside. I called 
yesterday — and received the latest information from 
her ladyship's own lips. My pen almost refuses to 
write it. Mercy Merrick has consented to marry him ! 

4 A.n Outrage on Society — that is how my mother 
and ny sisters view it ; that is how you will view it too. 
My mother has herself struck Julian's name off her in- 
vitatim list. The servants have their orders if he pre- 
sumes to call : " Not at home." 

' I am unhappily only too certain that I am correct, 
in writing to you of this disgraceful marriage as of a 
settled thing. Lady Janet went the length of showing 
me the letters — one from Julian ; the other from the 
woman herself. Fancy Mercy Merrick in correspondence 
with Lady Janet Koy ! — addressing her as " My dear 
Lady Janet," and signing, " Yours affectionately " ! 

*I had not the patience to read either of the letters 
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through. Julian's tone is the tone of a Socialist ; in 
my opinion his bishop ought to be informed of it. As 
for Aer, she plays her part just as cleverly with her per 
as she played it with her tongue. " I cannot disguisa 
from myself that I am wrong in yielding." ..." Sad 
forebodings fill my mind when I think of the future." 
, . . " I feel as if the first contemptuous look that is 
cast at my husband will destroy my happiness though it 
may not disturb him." . . "As long as I was parted 
from him I could control my own weakness ; I could 
accept my hard lot. But how can I resist him, ifter 
having watched for weeks at his bedside ; after having 
seen his first smile, and heard his first grateful words to 
me while I was slowly helping him back to life ? " 

' There is the tone which she takes through four 
closely written pages of nauseous humility and clap- 
trap sentiment ! It is enough to make one despise 
women. Thank Grod, there is the contrast at hand, to 
remind me of what is due to the better few amorg the 
sex. I feel that my mother and my sisters are doubly 
precious to me now. May I add, on the side of conso- 
lation, that I prize with hardly inferior gratitude, the 
privilege of corresponding with you ? 

' Farewell, for the present. I am too rudely shaken 
in my most cherished convictions, I am too depressed 
and disheartened, to write more. All good wishes go 
with you, dear Miss Roseberry, until we meet. 

' Most truly yours, 

' Horace Holmcroft ' 
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IV. 

Extracts from the Diaby of The Kevebend Julian 

GrBAY. 

FIEST EXTEACT. 

. . . ' A month to-day since we were married ! 1 
have only one thing to say: I would cheerfully go 
through all that I have suffered, to live this one month 
over again. I never knew what happiness was until now. 
And better still, I have persuaded Mercy that it is all 
her doing. I have scattered her misgivings to the 
winds ; she is obliged to submit to evidence, and to 
own that she can make the happiness of my life. 

' We go back to London to-morrow. She regret8 
leaving the tranquil retirement of this remote seaside 
place — she dreads change. I care nothing for it. It is 
all one to me where I go so long as my wife is with me.' 

SECOND EXTEACT. 

'The first cloud has risen. I entered the room 
unexpectedly just now, and found her in tears. 

' With considerable difficulty I persuaded her to tell 
me what had happened. Are there any limits to the 
mischief that can be done by the tongue of a foolish 
woman ? The landlady at my lodgings is the woman, 
in this case. Having no decided plans for the future 
as yet, we returned (most unfortunately as the event 
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has proved) to the rooms in London which I inhabited 
in my bachelor days. They are still mine for six weeks 
to come, and Mercy was unwilling to let me incur the 
expense of taking her to an hotel. At breakfast this 
morning, I rashly congratulated myself (in my wife's 
hearing) on finding that a much smaller collection 
than usual of letters and cards had accumulated in 
my absence. Breakfast over, I was obliged to go out. 
Painfully sensitive, poor thing, to any change in my 
experience of the little world around me which it is 
possible to connect with the event of my marriage, 
Mercy questioned the landlady in my absence about 
the diminished number of my visitors and my corre- 
spondents. The woman seized the opportunity of gos- 
siping about me and my affairs, and my wife's quick 
perception drew the right conclusion unerringly. My 
marriage has decided certain wise heads of families 
on discontinuing their social relations with me. The 
facts, unfortunately, speak for themselves. People who 
in former years habitually called upon me and invited 
me — or who, in the event of my absence, habitually 
wrote to me at this season — have abstained with a re- 
markable unanimity from calling, inviting, or writing 
now. 

' It would have been sheer waste of time — to say 
nothing of its also implying a want of confidence in my 
wife — if I had attempted to set things right by dis- 
puting Mercy's conclusion. I could only satisfy her 
that not so much as the shadow of disappointment or 
mortification rested on my mind. In this way I have, 
to some extent, succeeded in composing my pocr dar- 
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Hag. But the wound has been inflicted, and the wound 
is felt. There is no disguising that result. I must 
face it boldly. 

' Trifling as this incident is in my estimation, it 
lias decided me on one point already. In shaping my 
future course, I am now resolved to act on my own 
convictions — in preference to taking the well-meant 
advice of such friends as are still left to me. 

'Most of my success in life has been gained in the 
pulpit. I am what is termed a popular preacher — but 
I have never, in my secret self, felt any exultation in 
my own notoriety, or any extraordinary respect for the 
means by which it has been won. In the first place, 
I have a very low idea of the importance of oratory as 
an intellectual accomplishment. There is no other 
art in which the conditions of success are so easy 
of attainment ; there is no other art in the practice 
»f which so much that is purely superficial passes itself 
iff habitually for something that claims to be profound. 
Then again, how poor it is in the results which it 
ichieves! Take my own case^ How often (for ex- 
imple) have I thundered with all my heart and soul 
igainst the wicked extravagance of dress amongst 
fomen — against their filthy false hair, and their 
lauseous powders and paints ! How often (to take 
.nother example) have I denounced the mercenary 
nd material spirit of the age, the habitual corrup- 
ions and dishonesties of commerce, in high places and 
a low I What good have I done ? I have delighted 
be very people whom it was my object to rebuke. 
What a charming sermon ! " " More eloquent than 
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ever ! " "I used to dread the sermon at the other 
church — do you know I quite look forward to it now V 
That is the effect I produce on Sunday. On Monday 
ihe women are off to the milliners to spend more 
money than ever ; the City men are off to business to 
make more money than ever — while my grocer, loud 
in my praises in his Sunday coat, turns up his week- 
day sleeves and adulterates his favourite preacher's 
sugar as cheerfully as usual ! 

' I have often, in past years, felt the objections to 
pursuing my career which are here indicated. They 
were bitterly present to my mind when I resigned my 
curacy, and they strongly influence me now. 

'I am weary of my cheaply-won success in the 
pulpit. I am weary of society as I find it in my time. 
I felt some respect for myself, and some heart and 
hope in my work, among the miserable wretches in 
Grreen Anchor Fields. But I cannot, and must not, 
return among them : I have no right, now, to trifle 
with my health and my life. I must go back to my 
preaching, or I must leave England. Among a pri- 
mitive people ; away from the cities — in the far and 
fertile West of the great American continent — I might 
live happily with my wife, and do good among my 
neighbours ; secure of providing for our wants out of 
the modest little income which is almost useless to me 
here. In the life which I thus picture to myself I see 
love, peace, health, and duties and occupations that 
are worthy of a Christian man. What prospect is 
before me, if I take the advice of my friends and stay 
here? Work of which I am weary, because I have 
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long since ceased to respect it; petty malice that 
strikes at me through my wife, and mortifies and 
humiliates her, turn where she may. If I had only 
myself to think of, I might defy the worst that malice 
can do. But I have Mercy to think of — Mercy, whom 
[ love better than my own life ! Women live, poor 
things, in the opinions of others. I have had one 
warning already of what my wife is likely to suffer at 
the hands of my " friends " — Heaven forgive me for 
misusing the word ! Shall I deliberately expose her to 
fresh mortifications ? — and this for the sake of returning 
to a career the rewards of which I no longer prize ? 
No ! We will both be happy — we will both be free ! 
God is merciful ; Nature is kind ; Love is true, in the 
New World as well as the Old. To the New World w«» 
will go ! ' 

THIRD EXTRACT. 

' I hardly know whether I have done right or wrong. 
I mentioned yesterday to Lady Janet the cold reception 
of me on my return to London, and the painful sense oi 
it felt by my wife. 

* My aunt looks at the matter from her own peculiar 
point of view, and makes light of it accordingly- "You 
never did, and never will, understand Society, Julian," 
said her ladyship. " These poor stupid people simply 
don't know what to do. They are waiting to be told 
by a person of distinction whether they are, or are not, 
to recognise your marriage. In plain English, they 
are waiting to be led by Me. Consider it done. I will 
lead them." 
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'I thought my aunt was joking. Tie event of to- 
day has shown me that she is terribly in earnest. 
Lady Janet has issued invitations for one of her grand 
balls at Mablethorpe House ; and she has caused the 
report to be circulated everywhere that the object of 
the festival is " to celebrate the marriage of Mr. and 
Mrs. Julian Gray ! " 

' I at first refused to be present. To my amazement, 
however, Mercy sides with my aunt. She reminds me 
of all that we both owe to Lady Janet ; and she has 
persuaded me to alter my mind. We are to go to the 
ball — at my wife's express request ! 

' The meaning of this, as I interpret it, is that my 
poor love is still pursued in secret by the idea that my 
marriage has injured me in the general estimation. 
She will suffer anything, risk anything, believe any- 
thing, to be freed from that one haunting thought. 
Lady Janet predicts a social triumph ; and my wife's 
despair — not my wife's conviction — accepts the pro- 
phecy. As for me, I am prepared for the result. It 
will end in our going to the New World, and trying 
Society in its infancy, among the forests and the plains. 
I shall quietly prepare for our departure, and own what 
I have done at the right time — that is to say, wheo 
the ball is over.' 

FOURTH EXTRACT. 

' I have met with the man for my purpose — an old 
college friend of mine, now partner in a firm of ship- 
owners, largely concerned in emigration. 

'One of their vessels sails for America, from the 
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port of London, in a fortnight ; touching at Plymouth. 
By a fortunate coincidence, Lady Janet's ball takes 
place in a fortnight. I see my way. 

'Helped by the kindness of my friend, I have 
arranged to have a cabin kept in reserve, on payment 
of a small deposit. If the ball ends (as I believe it 
will) in new mortifications for Mercy — do what they 
may, I defy them to mortify me — I have only to say 
the word by telegraph, and we shall catch the ship at 
Plymouth. 

' I know the effect it will have when I break the 
news to her ; but I am prepared with my remedy. The 
pages of my diary, written in past years, will show 
plainly enough that it is not she who is driving me 
away from England. She will see the longing in me 
for other work and other scenes, expressing itself over 
and over again, long before the time when we first met 

FIFTH EXTRACT. 

'Mercy's ball-dress — a present from kind Lady 
Janet — is finished. I was allowed to see the first trial, 
or preliminary rehearsal, of this work of art. I don't in 
the least understand the merits of silk and lace ; but 
one thing I know — my wife will be the most beautiful 
woman at the ball. 

' The same day I called on Lady Janet to thank her, 
and encountered a new revelation of the wayward and 
original character of my dear old aunt. 

' She was on the point of tearing up a letter when 
I went into her room. Seeing me, she suspended her 
purpose and handed me the letter. It was in Mercy's 
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handwriting. Lady Janet pointed to a passage on the 
last page. " Tell your wife, with my love," she said, 
" that I am the most obstinate woman of the two. I 
positively refuse to read her, as I positively refuse to 
listen to her, whenever she attempts to return to that 
one subject. Now give me the letter back." I gave it 
back, and saw it torn up before my face. The one 
topic prohibited to Mercy as sternly as ever is still tha 
personation of Grace Eoseberry ! Nothing could have 
been more naturally introduced, or more delicately 
managed, than my wife's brief reference to the subject. 
No matter. The reading of the first line was enough. 
Lady Janet shut her eyes and destroyed the letter — 
Lady Janet will live and die absolutely ignorant of the 
true story of "Mercy Merrick." What unanswerable 
riddles we are ! Is it wonderful if we perpetually fail 
to understand one another ? ' 

LAST EXTRACT. 

' The morning after the ball. 

'It is done and over. Society has beaten Lady 
Janet. I have neither patience nor time to write at 
any length of it. We leave for Plymouth by the after- 
noon express. 

' We were rather late in arriving at the ball. The 
magnificent rooms were filling fast. Walking through 
them with my wife, she drew my attention to a circum- 
stance which I had not noticed at the time. " Julian," 
she said, " look round among the ladies, and tell me if 
you see anything strange." As I looked round the band 
began playing a waltz. I observed that a few people 
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only passed by us to the dancing-room. I noticed next 
fehat of those few, fewer still were young. At last it 
burst upon me With certain exceptions (so rare as to 
prove the rule), there were no young girls at Lady 
Janet's ball. I book Mercy at once back to the recep- 
tion-room. Lady Janet's face showed that she too was 
aware of what had happened. The guests were still 
arriving. We received the men and their wives, the 
men and their mothers, the men and their grand- 
mothers — but, in place of their unmarried daughters, 
elaborate excuses offered with a shameless politeness 
wonderful to see. Yes ! This was how the matrons in 
high life had got over the difficulty of meeting Mrs. 
Julian Gray at Lady Janet's house ! 

* Let me do strict justice to everyone. The ladies 
who were present showed the needful respect for their 
hostess. They did their duty — no, overdid it, is perhaps 
the better phrase. 

' I really had no adequate idea of the coarseness and 
rudeness which have filtered their way through society 
in these later times until I saw the reception accorded 
to my wife. The days of prudery and prejudice are 
days gone by. Excessive amiability and excessive 
liberality are the two favourite assumptions of the 
modern generation. To see the women expressing their 
liberal forgetfulness of my wife's misfortunes, and the 
men their amiable anxiety to encourage her husband — 
to hear the same set phrases repeated in every room : 
" So charmed to make your acquaintance, Mrs. Gray ; 
so much obliged to dear Lady Janet for giving us this 
opportunity I Julian, old man, what a beautiful crea- 

D D 
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ture ! I envy you ; upon my honour, I envy you ! "■— 
to receive this sort of welcome, emphasised by obtrusive 
hand-shakings, sometimes actually by downright kissinga 
of my wife, and then to look round and see that not one in 
thirty of these very people had brought their unmarried 
daughters to the ball, was, I honestly believe, to see 
civilised human nature in its basest conceivable aspect. 
The New World may have its disappointments in store 
for us — but it cannot possibly show us any spectacle so 
abject as the spectacle which we witnessed last night at 
my aunt's ball. 

' Lady Janet marked her sense of the proceeding 
adopted by her guests, by leaving them to themselves. 
Her guests remained and supped heartily notwithstand 
ing. They all knew by experience that there were no 
stale dishes and no cheap wines at Mablethorpe House. 
They drank to the end cf the bottle, and they ate to 
the last truffle in the pie. 

' Mercy and I had an interview with my aunt up- 
stairs before we left. I felt it necessary to state plainly 
my resolution to leave England. The scene that fol- 
lowed was so painful, that I cannot prevail on myself 
to return to it in these pages. My wife is reconciled 
to our departure ; and Lady Janet accompanies us ag 
far as Plymouth — these are the results. No words can 
express my sense of relief now that it is all settled. The 
one sorrow I shall carry away with me from the shores 
of England will be the sorrow of parting with dear 
warm-hearted Lady Janet. At her age it is a parting 
for life. 

'So closes my connection with my own country 
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While I have Mercy by my side, I face the unknown 
future, certain of carrying my happiness with me, go 
where I may. We shall find five hundred adventurers 
like ourselves, when we join the emigrant ship, for 
whom their native land has no occupation and no 
home. Gentlemen of the Statistical Department, add 
two more to the number of social failures produced by 
England in the year of our Loid eighteen hundred and 
seventy-one — Julian Gray and Mercy Merrick.' 
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\t Might Have Been.'' 

Her Joy co&s Duty 
And Love ooas Law 

For one of the brightest poetic gems. P.T.O. 



Maud Muller, on a summer's day, raked the meadowsweet with hay. 

Beneath her torn hat glowed the wealth of simple beauty and rustic health. 

Singing, she wrought, and her merry glee the mock-bird echoed from his tree. 

But when she glanced to the far-off town, white from its hill-slope looking down, 

The sweet song died, and a vague unrest and a nameless longing filled her breast, — 

A wish, that she hardly dare to own, for something better than she had known. 

The Judge rode slowly down the lane, smoothing his horse's chestnut mane. 

He drew his bridle in the shade of the apple-trees to greet the maid, 

And asked a draught from the spring that flowed through the meadow across the road. 

She stooped where the cool spring bubbled up, and filled for him her small tin cup, 

And blushed as she gave it, looking down on her feet so bare, and her tattered gown. 

'* Thanks!" said the Judge ; "a sweeter draught from a fairer hand was never quaffed." 

He spoke of the grass and flowers and trees, of the singing birds and the humming bees ; 

Then talk< d of the haying, and wondered whether the cloud in the west would bring foul 

And Maud forgot her brier-torn gown, and her graceful ankles bare and brown [weather. 

And listened, while a pleased surprise looked from her long-lashed hazel eyes. 

At last, like one who for delay seeks a vain excuse, he rode away. 

Maud Muller looked and sighed : " Ah me ! That I the Judge's bride might be ! 

" He would dress me up in silks so fine, and praise and toast me at his wine. 

" My father should wear a broadcloth coat ; my brother should sail a painted boat. 

" I'd dress my mother so grand and gay, and the baby should have a new toy each day. 

" And I'd feed the hungry and clothe the poor, and all should bless me who left our door." 

The Judge looked back as he climbed the hill, and saw Maud Muller standing still. 

" A form more fair, a face more sweet, ne'er hath it been my lot to meet. 

" And her modest answer and graceful air show her wise and good as she is fair. 

" Would she were mine, and I to-day, like her, a harvester of hay : 

" No doubtful balance of rights and wrongs, nor weary lawyers with endless tongues, 

u But low of cattle and song of birds, and health and quiet and loving words." 

But he thought of his sisters proud and cold, and his mother vain of her rank and gold. 

So, closing his heart the Judge rode on and Maud was left in the field alone. 

But the lawyers smiled that afternoon, when he hummed in Court an old love tune ; 

And the young girl mused beside the well till the rain on the unraked clover fell. 

He wedded a wife of richest dower, who lived for fashion, as he for power. 

Yet oft, in his marble hearth's bright glow, he watched a picture come and go ; 

And sweet Maud Muller's hazel eyes looked out in their innocent surprise. 

Oft, when the wine in his glass was red, he longed for the wayside well instead ; 

And closed his eyes on his garnished rooms to dream of meadows and clover-blooms. 

And the proud man sighed, with a secret pain, " Ah, that I was free again ! 

" Free as when I rode that day, where the barefoot maiden raked her hay." 

She wedded a man unlearned and poor, and many children played round her door. 

But care and sorrow, and childbirth pain, left their traces on heart and brain. 

And oft, when the summer sun shone hot on the new-mown hay in the meadow lot, 

And she heard the little spring brook fall over the road side, through the wail, 

In the shade of the apple-tree again she saw* a rider draw his rein. 

And, gazing down with timid grace, she felt his pleased eyes read her face. 

Sometimes her narrow kitchen walls stretched away into stately halls ; 

The weary wheel to a spinnet turned, the tallow candle an astral burned, 

And for him who sat by the chimney lug, dozing and grumbling o'er pipe and mug, 

A manly form at her side she saw, and joy was duty and love was law. 

Then she took up her burden of life again, saying only, " It might have been." 

Alas for maiden, alas for Judge, for rich repiner and household drudge ! 

God pity them both ! and pity us all, who vainly the dreams of youth recall. 

For of all sad words of tongue or pen, the saddest are these : " It might have been." 

Ah, well ! for us all some sweet hope lies deeply buried from human eyes ; 

And, in the hereafter, angels may roll the stone from its grave away ! Whittier. 

What Higher aim can Man attain than Conquest oyer Human Pain ? 

The JEOPARDY OF LIFE IS IMMENSELY INCREASED without such a simple precaution as 
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How important it is to every individual to have at hand some simple, effective and 

palatable remedy such as ' FRUIT SALT ' to check disease at the" onset. Whenever a 

change is contemplated likely to disturb the condition of health, let it be your companion, 

for, under any circumstances, its use is beneficial, and never can do harm. 

" It is not too much to say that its merits have been published, tested, and approved literally, 
from pole to pole, and that its cosmopolitan popularity today presents one of the most signal 
illustrations of commercial enterprise to be found in our trading records " —Eurnpean Mail 

Its effect upon any Disordered, Sleepless, and Feverish condition is simply marvellous. 

CAUTION.— Examine each bottle and see that the capsule is marked ENO'S 'FRUIT 
SALT.' Without it, you have been imposed upon by a WORTHLESS IMITATION. 

Prepared only by J. C. ENO, Ltd., at the ' FRUIT SALT ' WORKS. 
LONDON, S.E., by J. C ENO'S Patent. 
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Philistia. I in all Shades. 
The Devil's Die. 
This Mortal Coil. 
The Tents of Sham. 
The Great Taboo. 
Dumaresq's Daughter. 
Under Sealed Orders. 
The Duchess of Powysland. 
Blood Royal. 

Ivan Greet's Blasterpiece. 
The Scallywag. With 24 Illustrations. 

At Mark et Valu e. 

The Tents o£ Shem. Popular 

Edition, medium Svo, ad. 
Babylon. Cheap Edition, post 8vo, 
cloth, is. net. 



ANDERSON (MARY). -Othello's 

Occupation. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. fid. 



ANTROBUS (C. L.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Quality Comer. | Wlldarsmoor 
The Wine of Finirarra. 
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ALEXANDER (Mrs.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth 31. bd. each ; post Svo, 

picture boards, 2s. each. 
Valerie's Fate. I Mona's Choice. 
A Life Interest. I Woman's Wit. 



Crown Sv», cloth, 3.?. bd, each. 
The Cost of her Pride. 
A Golden Autumn. 
Barbara, Lady's Maid & Peeress. 
Mrs. Crichton's Creditor. 
A Missing Hero. 
A Fight with Fate. 
The Step-mother. 

Blind Fate. Post Svo, picture boards, 5 s. 



ALMAZ (E. F.).— Copper under 

Ihe Gold. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 



AMERICAN FARMER, LET- 

TERS FROM AN. By J. H. St. John 
CRiVKCOEUK, with Prefatory Note by W. 
P. TRENT, and Introduction by LUDVVKi 
Lkwisohn. I *emv 8vo, cloth. 6s. net. 



APPLETON (Q. W.), Novels by. 
Rash Conclusions. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3.!. td. 
The Lady in Sables. Cr. 8vo, cl„ 6s. 



ARNOLD (E. L.), Stories by. 

The Wonderful Adventures of 
Phra the Phoenician. Crown Svo, 
cloth, with 12 lllusis. by H. M.Paget, 
3$. f 'd. : post Svo, illustrated boards, ?s. 

The Constable of St. Nicholas. 
With a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s, 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back. 2s. 



ART and LETTERS LIBRARY 

(The). Large crown 8vo. buckram, 
7.5. td. net per vol. Edition de Luxk, 
small 4to, printed jn pure rag paper, 
parchment, 15s.net per vol. ; vellum, 20s. 
net per vol. ; Morocco. 30s. net per vol. 

Stories of the Italian Artists 
f rom V asarl. Collected and arranged 
by E. L. Seeley. With 8 Coloured 
Plates, and 24 in Half-tone. The Edition 
de Luxe has 5 additl. Coloured Plates. 

Artists of the Italian Renais- 
sance: their Stories as set forth by 
Vasari, Ridolfi, Lanzi, and the Chroni- 
clers. Collected and arranged by E. L. 
Seeley. With & Coloured Plates and 24 
in Half-tone. The Edition de Luxe has 
5 additional Coloured Platei, 



CHATTO fit VviJNL/ua, i-u; 



ART & LETTERS LIBRARY (THE) — 

continucd. 

Stories of the Flemish and Dutch 
Artists, Irom the Time of the Van 
Eycks to the End of the Seventeenth 
Century, drawn from Contemporary 
Records. Collected and arranged by 
Victor Reynolds. With 8 Coloured 
Plates and 24 in Half-tone. The EDITION 
DE Luxe has 5 additionalColoured Plates. 

Stories of the English Artists, 
from Vandyck to Turner (1600-1851), 
drawn from Contemporary Records. Col- 
lected and arranged by Randall Davies 
and Cecil Hunt. With 8 Coloured 
Plates and 24 In Half-tone. The Edition 
de Luxe has 5 additional Coloured 
Plates. 

The kittle Flowers of S. Francis 
of Assisi. Transited by Prof. T. 
W. Arnold. With 8 Coloured Plates 
and 24 in Half-tone. The EDITION DE 
Luxe nas 5 additional Coloured Plates. 

Women of Florence. By Prof. Isi- 
doro del Lungo. Translated by Mary 
fl. Steegman.n*. With Introduction by 
Dr. Guido BlAGI, 2 Coloured PJates and 
24 in Half-tone. Large crown 8vo, cloth, 
7s. 6d. net ; parcjimeat, 10s. 6d. net 



AUTHORS FOR THE POCKET— cont. 
The Pocket Emerson. 
The PocSiet Thomas Hardy. 
The Pocket George Eliot. 
The Pocket Charles King-slay. 
The Pocket Raskin. 
The Pocket Lord Beaconsfleld. 
The Flower of the Mind. 



BACTERIA, Yeast Fungi, and 
Allied Species, A Synopsis of. By 

W. B. GROVE, B.A. With 87" Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



ARTEMUS WARD'S Works. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, with Portrait, 3s. 6d. ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2.?. 



ASHTON (JOHN), Books by. 
English Caricature and Satire on 

Napoleon the First. With 115 

Illustrations. Crown 8ro, clolh, 7s. 6d. 
Social Life in the Reign of Queen. 

Anne. With 85 Illustrations. Crown 

Bvo, cloth, 3.5. dd. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s. each. 
Social England under the He 

gency. With 90 Illustrations. 
Florizel's Folly: The Story of George 

IV. and Mrs. Kitzherbert. With 13 

Illustrations. 

AUSTEN (JANE), The Works of 

The ST. MARTINS ILLUSTRATED 
EDITION, in Ten Volumes, each Illus- 
trated with Ten Reproductions after 
Water-colours by A. Wallis Mills, 
With Bibliographical and Biographical 
Notes by R. Brimley Johnson. Post 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. 6d. net per vol. The Novels are 
arranged in the following order. Vols. I 
and II., PRIDE AND PREJUDICE 
Vols. III. and IV., SENSE AND SENSI- 
BILITY ; Vol. V.. NORTHANGER 
ABBEY: Vol. VI., PERSUASION 
Vols. VII. and VIII., EMMA ; Vols. IX, 
and X., MANSFIELD PARK. 



AUTHORS for the POCKET 

Mostly compiled by A. H. Hyatt. 161110, 
cloth, is. net each ; leather, 3s. net each. 

The Pocket R. L. S. 

The Pocket Thackeray. 

The Pocket Charles Dickons. 

The Pocket Richard Jefferies; 

She Pocket George MacDonalsS, 



BALLADS and LYRICS of LOVE, 

selected from Percy's 'Reliques.' Edited 
with an Introduction by F. Sidgwick. 
With 10 Plates in Colour after Byam 
Shaw, R.I. Large fcap. 4to, cloth, 6s. 
net ; Large PAPER Edition, parchment, 
us. 6d.net. 
Legendary Ballads, selected from 
Percy's • Reliques.' Edited with an 
Introduction by F. Sidgwick. Wiih 10 
Plates in Colour after Byam Shaw, R.I. 
Laqje fcap. 4to, cloth, 6s. net ; Large 
Paper Edition, parchment, 12s. 6d. net 



BARD5LEY (Rev. C. W.).— 

English Surnames : Their Sources 

and Significations. Cr, 8vo, cloth, 7.?. 6d. 



BARINCi-UOULD (S.), Novels by. 

"Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. td. each ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. each ; POPULAR 
Editions, medium 8vo, 6d. each. 
Red Spider. I Eire. 



BARR (AMELIA E.).— Love will 
venture in, Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



BARR (ROBERT), Stories by. 

Crown Svo, cloth. 3s. 6d. each 

In a Steamier Chair. With 2 Musts. 
From 'Whose Bourne, &c. With 47 

Illustrations by Hal Hurst and others. 
Revenge! With 12 Illustrations by 

Lancelot Speed and others. 
A Woman Intervenes. 
A Prince of Good Fellows. With 

15 Illustrations by E. J. Su llivan. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The Speculations of John Steele. 
The Unchanging East. 



BARRETT (FRANK), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, illust. bds.. 2s. ea.;cl., 2s. 6d. ea. 
The Sin of Olga Zassoulieh. 
Little Lady Linton. 
Honest Davie. | Found Guilty. 
John Ford; and His Helpmate. 
A Recoiling vengeance. 
Lieut. Barnabas. 
For Love and Honour . 
Cr. Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post Svo, illust. 

boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

Bstween Life and Death. 
Fettered for Life. 
A Hissing 'Witness. With 8 Illus- 
trations by W. H. MARGETSON. 
The Woman of the Iron Bracelets. 
The Harding Scandal. 
A Prodigal's Progress. 
Folly Morrison, 
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BARRETT (FRANK), Novels by-cont. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 
Under a Strange Mask. With 19 

Illustrations by E. F. Brewtnall. 
■Was She Justified? 
The Obliging Husband. With 
Coloured Frontispiece. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Lady Judas. 
The Error of Her Ways. 

Fettered for Life. Popular Edition, 
medium 8vo, bd. 



BASKERVILLE (JOHN): A 

Memoir. By Ralph Straus and R. K. 
Dent. With 13 Plate:. Large quarto, 
buckram, 215, net. 



BATH (The) in Diseases of the 

Skin. By J. L. Milton. Post 8vo, is. ; 
cloth, is. bd. 



BEAC0NSF1ELD, LORD. ByT. 

P. O'CONNOR, M.P. Crown Svo, cloth, 5.?. 



BECHSTEIN(LUDWIQ),andthe 

Brothers GRIMM.— As Pretty as 
Seven, and other Stories. With 98 
Illustrations by Richter. Square 8vo, 
cloth, 6s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 7s. bd. 



BEDE (CUTHBERT).— Mr. Ver- 

daat Green. With 65 Illustrations 
Post Svo, is. net. 



BENNETT fARNOLD), NoveSs 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Leonora. | A Great Man. 
Teresa of Watlimg Street. With S 

Illustrations bv Frank Gillett. 
Tales of the Five Towns. 
Sacred and Profane Love. 
Hugo. I The City of Plsasure. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.C. bd. each. 
Anna" of the Five Towns. 
The Gates of Wrath* 
The Ghost. 



The Grand Babylon Hotel. Crown 
Svo. cloth, zs. bd. ; POPULAR EDITION, 
medium Svo, bd. 



BENNETT (W. C.).— Songs for 

Sailors. Post Svo, cloth, 2s. 



BESANT and RICE, Novels by. 

Cr. 8vo, cloth, .35. bd. each; post Svo. 

Must, bds. 25. each ; cl. limp, is. bd. each. 
Beady-Money Mortlboy. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
My Little Girl. 
With Harp and Crown. 
This Son of Vulcan. 
The Monks of Thelema. 
By Celia's Arbour. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Case of Mr. Luci-aft. 
'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay, 
Tlie Tan Years' Tenant. 



BE5ANT (Sir WALTER), 

Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 
each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2$. 
each ; cloth limp, 2s. bd. each. 

All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
With 12 Illustrations by Fred. Barnard. 

The Captain's Boom, &c. 

All in a Garden Fair. With 6 Illus- 
trations bv Harry Furniss. 

Dorothy Forster. With Frontispiece. 

Uncle Jack, and other Stories. 

Children of Gibson. 

The World Went Yery Well Then. 
With 12 Illustrations by A. Forestier. 

Herr Paulus. 

The Bell of St. Paul's, 

For Faith and Freedom. With 
Illusts. by A. Forestier and F. Waddy. 

To Call Her Mine, &c. With 9 Illus- 
trations bv A. Forestier. 

The Holy Rose, &c. With Frontispiece. 

Armorei of Lyonessa. With 12 illus- 
tration?; bv F. Barnard. 

St. Katherine's by the Tower. 
With 12 Illustrations bv C. Green. 

Verbana Camellia Stephanotis. 

The Ivory Gate. 

The Rebel Queen. 

Beyond the Dreams of Avarice. 
With 12 Illustrations by W. H. Hyde. 

In Deacon's Orders, Sc. With Front is. 

The Revolt of Man. 

The Master Craftsman. 

The Cit y of Refuge. 

Crown Svo. cloth 3s. bd. each. 

A Fountain Sealed. 

The Changeling. 

The Fourth Generation, 

The Orange Girl. With S Illustrations 
by F. Pegram. 

The Alabaster Box. 

She Lady Of Lynn. With 12 Illustra- 
tions by G. Demain-Hammond. 

No Other Way. With 12 Illustrations 
by C. P. . Ward. 

Crown 8vo. picture cloth, fiat back, 2s. each. 
St. Katherine's by the Tower. 
The Reb el Qu«en . 

Large Ty'pe, Fink Paper Editions, pott 
8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net each ; leather, 
gilt edges, 35. net each. 

London. 

Westminster. 

Jerusalem. (In collaboration with Prof, 
E. H. Palmer.) 

Sir Richard Whittington. 

Gaspard da Coligay. 

All Sorts and CwKd itlons of Hen. 

Popular Editions, medium Svo, 6,1. fieri. 

All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 

The Golden Butterfly. 

Ready-Money Mortlboy. 

By Celia's Arbour. 

The Chaplain of the FSeeti 

The Monks of Thelema. 

The Grange Girl. 

For Faith and Freedom. 

Children of Gibeon. 

Dorothy Fosrstar. 

No Other Way, 
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BESANT (Sir Walter)-continued. 
Demy 8vo, cloth, y s . bd. each. 
London. With 125 Illustrations. 
Westminster. With Etching by F. S. 

Walker, and 130 Illustrations. 
South London. With Etching by F. S. 

w ALKER, and 118 Illustrations. 
East London. With Etching by F. S. 

Walker, and 56 Illustrations by Phil 

May, L. Raven Hill, and J. Pen'nell. 

Crown 8vo, buckram, bs. each. 
Mb We Are and As We May Be. 
Essays and Historiettes. 
The Eulogy of Richard Jefferies. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each. 
Fifty Years Ago. With 144 Illusts. 
The Charm, and other Drawing-room 

Plays. With 50 Illustrations by CHRit 

Hammond, &c. 



Art of Fiction. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, ii.net, 



BIBLIOTHECA ROMANICA: A 

series of the Classics of the Romance 
(French, Italian,. Spanish, and Portu- 
guese) Languages ; the Original Text, 
with, where necessary, Notes and Intio- 
ductions in the language of the Text. 
Small 8vo, single parts, $d. net per 
vol. ; cloth, single parts, is. net per vol. 
Where two or more units are bound in one 
volume (indicated by numbers against 
the title) the price in wrapper remains 8d. 
per unit, i.e., two numbers cost is. qd. : 
three cost 2s. ; four cost 2s. Sd. In the 
cloth binding the additional cost is e,d. 
for the first, and id. for each succeeding 
unit : i.e., one unit costs is. ; two cost 
ij. ad. ; three cost 2s. bd.; fourcost3s. 3d. 

1. Molifere: Le Misanthrope. 

2. Moliere : I.es Femmes savantes. 

3. Corneilie : Le Cid. 

4. Descartes : Discours de la me- 

thode. 
5-6. Dante : Divina Commedia I 
Inferno. 

7. Bocoaccio : Decameron : Prima 

giornata. 

8. Calderon : La vida es sueno. 

9. Restif de la Bratonne: L'an 

2C00. 

10. Camoes: OsLusiadas: Canto I., II. 

11. Racine: Athalie. 

12-15. Petrarca : Kerum rulgariuni 

f ragmen ta. 
16-17. Danto : Divina Commedia II.: 

Purgatorio. 
18-20. Tillier : Mon oncle Benjamin. 
21-22. Boccaccio: Decameron : Secouda 

giornata. 
23-24. Eeaumarchaia : Le Barbier de 

Seville. 
25. Camoes: OsLusiadas: Canto III. 

IV, I 



BIBLIOTHECA ROMANICA— continued. 
26-28. Alfred de Musset :' Comedies et 

Proverbes : La Nuit Venitienne ; 

Andre del Sarto ; Les Caprices de 

Marianne; Fantasio ; Onnebadine 

pas avec l'amour. 
29. Corneilie : Horace. 
30-31. Dante: Divina Commedia III.: 

Paradiso. 
32-34. Prevost : Manon Lescaut. 
35 36. CEuvres de Mattre Franoois 

Villon. 
37-39. Guillem de Castro: Las M ce- 

dadesdelCid. I., II. 
40. Dante : La Vita Nuova. 
41-44. Cervantes : Cinco Novelas ejem- 

plares. 

45. Camoes : Os Lusiadas : Canto V„ 

VI., VII. 

46. Molicr-a: L'Avare. 

47. Petrarca: I Trionfi. 

48-49. Boccaccio : Decameron : Terza 
giornata. 
5c. Corneilie: Cinna. 

51-52 Camoes : Os Lusiadas : Canto VIII.. 

. IX., X. 
53-54 La Chanson de Roland. 
55-58 Alfred de Musset : Premieres 
Poesies. 
59 Boccaccio : Decameron : Quarta 
giornata. 
6c-6i. Malstre Plerrs F&thelin : 
Farce du XV* siecle. 



BIERCE (AMBROSE).— In the 

Midst of Life. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, is. 



SILL NYE'S Comic History of 

the United States. With 146 Iilusts, 
by F. OPPKR. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3*. bd. 



8INDL0SS (HAROLD), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6.5. each. 
The Concession-Hunters. 
The Mistress of Bonaventure. 
Daventry'a Daughter. 

A Sower of Wheat. Cr. 8vo, cl„ 3s. bd. 
Ainslie's Ju-ju. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s. bd. : picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 



BLAKE (WILLIAM), The Poet- 
ical Works of. Edited by E. J. Ellis. 
In 2 Vols., each with Photogravure 
Frontispiece, small demy 8vo, buckram, 
12s. net ; half-leather, 15s. net. 

The Real Blake : A Portrait Biography 
by E. J. Ellis. With 13 Illustrations. 
Demy Svo. buckram, 12$. net. 

William Blake : A Critical Study by 
A. C. Swinburne. With a Portrait. 
Crown 8vo, buckram, bs. net. 

'William Blake : Etchings from his 
Works (8 Steei Plates and 2 Lithographs) 
by W. B. Scott. Colombier folio, half- 
cloth, 12s. bd. net. 



BOCCACCIO.— The Decameron. 

With a Portrait. Pott Svo, cloth, gilt 
top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt edges, 31. net. 
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BODKIN (McD., K.C.), Books by. 
Dora Myrl, the Lady Detective. 

Cr. 8vo, cl., 3^. bd. : picture cl., flat back, 2s. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. bd. each. 
Shillelagh and Shamrock. 
Patsey the Gmadaun. 



BOURQET (PAUL).— A Living 

Lie. Translated by John De Vjlliers. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3j. 6<1. 



BOYLE (F.), Works by. Post 

8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Chronicles of No-Man's Land. 
Camp Notes. I Sairaga Life. 



BRAND (JOHN).— Observations 

on Popular Antiquities. Wiih the 
Additions 01 Sir Henry Ellis. Crown 
8vo, cloth, $s. bd. 



BRAYSHAW(J. DODSWORTH). 

— Slum Silhouettes : Stories of London 
Lite. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



BREWER'S (Rev. Dr.) Diction- 

ai'ies. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 
TheReader'sHandbook of Famous 

Names in Fiction, Allusions, 

References, Proverbs, Plots, 

Stories, and Foams. 
A Dictionary of Miracles : Imitative, 

Realistic, and Dogmatic. 



BREWSTER (Sir DAVID), 

Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 45. bd. each. 
More Worlds than One : Creed of 

Philosopher, Hope of Christian. Plates. 
The Martyrs of Science: Galileo, 

Tycho Brahe, and Kepler. 
Letters on Natural Magic. With 

numerous Illustrations. 



BRIDGE CATECHISM. By K. 

H. BRYDOES. Kcap. 8vo. cloth, 2.;. 6rf.net 



BRIDGE (J. S C.).— From Island 

to Empire : A History of the Expans.on 
of England by Force of Arms. With In- 
troduction by Adm. Sir Cypria* Bridge, 
Maps and Plans. Large crown 8vo, 
cloth, 6s. net. 



BRIGHT (FLORENCE).— A Girl 

Capitalist. Crown 8vo cloth, 6s. 



BROWN ING'S(ROBT.) POEMS 
Pippa Passes; and Men and 

Women. With 10 Plates in Colour 
after Eleanor F. Brickdale. Large 
fcap. 4 to, cloth, 6s. net ; LARGE PAPER 
Edition, parchment, 12s. bd. net. 
Dramatis Porsonse ; and Dramatic 
Romances and Lyrics. With 10 
Plates in Colour after E. F. Brickdale. 
Large fcap. 4to, cloth. 6s. net ; Large 
Paper Editi on, parchment, 12;. bd. net. 

B^YTjENTOL A.).— An Exiled 

Scot. With Frontispiece by J. b 
CRO'IPTON. R.I. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd 



BRYDGES (HAROLD). — Uncle 

Sam at Home. With 91 Musts. Post 
8vo, illust. boards, zs. ; ciothlimp, at. bd. 



BUCHANAN (ROBERT), Poems 
and Novels by. 

The Complete Poetical Works of 
Robert Buchanan. 2 Vols., crown 
8vo, buckram, with Portrait Frontispiece 
to each volume, 121. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.'. bd. each ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Shadow of the Sword. 

A Child of Nature. 

God and the Man. With 11 Illustra- 
tions by F, Barnard. 

Lady Kiipatrick. 

The Martyrdom of Madeline. 

Love Me for aver. 

Annan Water. 1 Foxglove Manor. 

The New Abelard. | Rachel Dene. 

Matt: A Story of a Caravan. 

The Master of the Mine. 

'The Heir of L-.itme. 

Woman and the Man. 

Crown 8vo, c!oth, 3.v. bd. each. 

Red and White Heather. 

Andromeda. 

Popular Editions, medium 8vo, bd. each. 

The Shadow of the Sword. 

God and the Mart. 

Foxglove Manor . 

Tho Shadow.' of the Sword. Large 
Type, Fine Paper Edition. Pott 8vo, 
cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt edges, 
31. net. 

The Charlatan. By Robert Buchanan 

and H en ry M urray. Crown Svo, cloth, 
with Frontispiece by T. H. ROBINSON, 
3s. bd. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 



BURGESS (QELETT) and WILL 

IRWIN. — The Picaroons: A San 
Francisco Night's Entertainment. 

Cr"Wn 8vo clo'ri. v. t->d. 

BUkTON (ROBERT). — The 

Anatomy of Melancholy. With a 
Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy 8vo, 
cloth, 7.?. 6d. 



CAINE (HALL), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. bd. each ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 
2s. bd. each. 

The Shadow of a Crime. 

A Son of Hagar. | The Deemster. 

Also Library Editions of the three novels, 
crown 8vo, cloth, bs. each ; Cheap Popu. 
lar Editions, medium 8 vo.portrait cover, 
bd. each ; and the Fine Paper Edition 
of The Deemster, pott 8vo, cloth, 
gilt top, 2s. net : leather, gilt edges.31.net. 



CAMERON (V. LOVETT).-The 
Cruise of the ' Black Prince ' 
Privateer. Cr. Svo, cloth, with 2 Illus- 
trations by P. Macnab, 3s. bd. ; post Svo, 
picture boards, 2s. 



CAMPBELL (A. GODRIC). — 
Fleur- de- Camp: a Daughter ol 
France. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



CARLYLE (THOMAS).— On the 

Choice of Books. Post Svo, cloth, it. bd. 
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CARROLL (LEWIS), Books by 
Alien in Wonderland. With 12 

Coloured and many Line Illustrations by 

MlLLICENT SOWEREY. Large crown 8vo, 

cloth gilt, 5$. net. ' 
Feeding the Mind. With a Preface 

by W. H. Draper. Post Svo, boards. 

is. net : leather, 2s. net. 



CARRUTH (HAYDEN).— The Ad- 
ventures o{ Jones. With 17 Illusts, 
Fcap. Svo, picture cover, is. ; cloth, u. 6d 



CHAMBERS (ROBERT W.), 

Stories of Paris Life by. 
The King in Yeljora. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, 31. bd. ; fcap. Svo, cloth limp, 2s. bd. 
In tha Quarter. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 2s. bd. 



CHAPMAN'S (QEORGE) Works. 

Vol. I., Plays Complete, including the 
Doubtful Ones. — Vol. II., Poems and 
Minor Translations, with Essay by A. C. 
Swinburne.— Vol. III., Translations of 
the Iliad and Odyssey. Three Vcls. 
crown 8vo, cloth, 3.!. bd. each. 



CHAUCER for Children: A Gol 

den Key. By Mrs. H.R. Haweis. With 
8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. 
Crown 4to, cloth. 3s. bd. 
Chaucer for Schools. With the Story 
of his Times and his Work. By Mrs. 
H. R. Haweis. Demy 8vo. cloth, 2.5. 6d. 



CHESNEY (WEATHERBY), 

Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Tha Cable-man. | The Claimant, 
'it'faa Romance of a Queen. 



CHESS, The Laws and Practice 

of; with an Analysis of the Openings. 

• By Howard Staunton. Edited by 
R. B. Wormald. Crown Svo, cloth, 5s. 

The Minor Tactics of Chess : A 
Treatise on the Deployment of the 
Forces in obedience to Strategic Principle. 
By F. K. Young and E. C. Howell. 
Feap. Svo, cloth. 2s. bd. 

The Hastings Chess Tournament. 
The Authorised Account of the 230 Games 
played Aug.-Sept., 1895. With Annota- 
tions by PlIXSBURV, LASKER, TARRASCH, 

Steinitz; Schiffers, Teichmann, Bar- 
deleben, blackburne, gunsberg, 
Tinsley, Mason, and Albin ; Biographi- 
cal Sketches, and 22 Portraits. Edited by 
H. F. Cheshire. Crown 8vo. cloth. 5.5. 



CHILD-LOVER'S CALENDAR, 

1909. With Coloured Illusts. by Amelia 
BAUERL&. i6mo, picture boards, is. net. 

cTARE^ATjSTJN),~Stoi-!es~by^ 
For the LoTe of a Lasa. Post Svo, 

illustrated boards, zs. 
By the Rise of the Riirer. Crown 

Svo, cloth , 35. 6d. 

Crown Svo, cloth, bs. each. 
The Tideway. 
Randal of Randalholme. 



CLODD (EDWARD). — Myths 

and Dreams. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



CLIVE (Mrs. ARCHER), Novels 

by. Post 8vo, cloth, 3s. td. each ; illus- 
trated boards, 2s. each. 

Paul Forroll. 

Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife. 



COBBAN (J. MACLAREN), 

Novels by. 
The Cure of Souls. Post 8vo, illus 

trated boards, 2s. 
The Red Sultan. Crown Svo, cloth, 

3s. td. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
She Burden of Isabel. Crown Svo, 

cloth, is. bd. 



COLLINS (J. CHURTON, M.A.), 

Books by. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 
Jllustratieas of Tennyson. 
Jonathan Swift. 



COLLINS (MORTIMER and 

FRANCES), Novels by. Cr.8vo, cl., 
■\s. bd. each : post Svo, illustd. bds., 2s. each. 

From Htidnisi'it to Midnight. 

Von Play met False. 

Blacksmith and Scholar. 

The Village Comedy. 

Frances. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, jj. each. 

Transmigration. 

M. Fight with Fortune. 

Sweet Anne Page. 

Sweet and Tvsrenty. 



COLMAN'S (QEORGE) Humor- 
ous Works : ' Broad Grins,' ' My 
Nightgown and Slippers," &c. With 
Life and Frontis. Crown Svo, cl., 3s. bd. 



COLOUR-BOOKS: Topographs 

cal. Large fcap. 4to, cloth, 20s. net each. 
•Switzerland : The Country and 

its People, by Clarence Rook. 
With 56 Illustrations in Three Colours by 
Mrs. Tames Jardine, and 24 in Two Tints. 

•The Colour of London. By Rev. 
W. J. Loftie, F.S.A. With Introduction 
by M. H. Spielmann, F.S.A., aud Illus- 
trations in Three Colours and Sepia 
by the Japanese Artist, Yoshio Markixo. 

•The Colour of Paris. By MM. les 
Academiciens Goncourt. Edited by 
Lucien Descaves. With I ntroducti on by 
L. Renedite. Translated by M. D.Frost. 
Illustrated in Three Colours and Sepia, 
with an Esaay, by,YosHlo Markino. 

•Cairo, Jerusalem, andDamascus. 
By D. S. Margoliouth, Litt.D. With 
Illustrations in Three Colours by W. S. S. 
Tyrwhitt, R.B.A., and Reginald 
Barratt, A.R.W.S. 
The Rhine. By Hi - "J. Mackindf.r. 
With Illustrations in Three Colours by 
Mrs. James Jardine, and Two Maps. 

*As3isl of St. Francis. By Mrs. 
Robert Goff, With Introduction by 
J. Kerr Lawson, Illustrations in Three 
Coiours by Colonel R. Goff, and 
Reproductions of the chief Franciscan 
Paintings. 

'Devon: its Moorlands, Streams, 
and Coasts. By Lady Rosalind 
Northcote. With Illustrations in Three 
Colours by F, J. Widgery. 
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COLOUR-BOOKS— continued. 
She Greater Abbeys of England. 

By Right Rev. Abbot Gasquet. With 
60 Illustrations in Three Colours by 
Warwick Goble. 

T.arge foolscap 4to, cloth, 10s. bd. net each. 
*lfenice. By Beryl de Sblincoubt and 
MaySturge-He.nderson. With 30 Illus- 
trations in Three Colours by Reginald 
Barratt, A.R.W.S. 

I/isbon and Cintra : with some Ac- 
count of other Cities and Sites in Portu- 
gal. By A. C. INCHBOLD. With 30 Illus- 
trations in Three Colours by STANLEY 
INCHBOLD. 

•From the North Foreland to Pen- 
zance. By Clive Holland. With 
numerous Illustrations in Three Colours 
by Maurice Randall. Large fcap. 410, 
cloth, 12s. bd. net. 

In the Abruazi: The Country and the 
People. By Anne Macdonell. With 
12 Illustrations in Three Colours by AMY 
Atkinson. Large cruwn 8vo, cl„ 6s. net. 

She Barbarians of Morocco. By 
Count Sternberg. Translated by 
Ethel Peck. With 12 Illustrations in 
Three Colours by Douglas Fox Pitt, 
R.I. Large crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 
V* Special Copies on p:ire rag paper of 
those marked* may be had. 



COLLINS (W1LK1JE), Novels by. 

Cr. Svo, cl., 3J. bd. each ; post Svo, picture 
boards, 2s. each ; c!. limp, 2s. bd. each. 

Antonina. | Basil. 1 Hideand Seek 

The Woman in White. 

She Moonstone. | Man and Wife. 

The Dead Secret. | After Dark. 

The Queen of Hearts. 

No Nama I My Miscellanies. 

Armadale. | Poor Misn Fimcin 

Miss or Mrs. ? I She BlacJs; Robe. 

She New Magdalen. 

Frozen Deep. | A Rogue's EiiSo. 

She law and ths kasiy. 

She Tsyo Destinies. 

She Haunted Hotel. 

She Fallen Leaves. 

Jezebel's Daughter. 

Heart and Science. I 'I Say No.' 

She Evil Genius. | kittle M ovals. 

She Legacy of Cain. I B lind Lowe. 

Popular Editions, medium 8vo, bd. each. 

Antonina. 

She Woman in White. 

She Law and the Lady. 

Moonstone. ! She New Magdalen. 

She Dead Secret. I No Name. 

Man and Wife I _ Armadale. 

She Woman in White. Large Type, 
Fine Paper Edition. Pott Svo, cloth, 
gilt top, 2s. net : leather, gilt edges, 3s. net. 

She Frozen Deep. Large Type Edit. 
Fcap. Svo. P.. 11. net ; leather, is. bd. net. 

COLQUHOUN (M. J.).— Every 

Inch a Soldier. Crown Svo, cloth, 
3s. bd.; post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2s. 



COLT-BREAKING, Hints on. By 

W M. Hutchison. Cr. 8vo, c!., js bd. 



COLTON (ARTHUR). — The 

Bslted Seas. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



COMPENSATION ACT (THE), 
1906: Who pays, to whom., to 
what, and when it is applicable. 

By A. Clement Edwards, M.P. Crown 
Svo, is, net ; cloth, is. bd. net. 



COMPTON (HERBERT), N^eUby. 

She Inimitable Mrs, Massing- 

liam. Crown Svo. cloth, 3s. bd. ; Popu- 
lar Edition, medium Svo, bd. 



Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
She Wilful Way. 
The Queen can do no Wrong. 
So Defeat the Ends of Justice. 



COOPER (E. H.), Novels by. 
Geoffory Hamilton. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, 3s. bd. 
She Marquis and Pamela. Crown 

Svo, cloth, 6s. 

CORNISH (J. F.).— Sour Grapes. 

Crown 8v», cloth, 6s. 



C R N W A L L.— Popular 
Romances of the West of England : 
The Droits, Traditions, and Superstitions 
of Old Cornwall. Collected by ROBERT 
Hunt, F.R.S. W T ith two Plates by 
George Cruikshank. Cr.Svo, cl., 7s. bd. 



COURT (The) of the TusSeries, 

1852 to 1R70. By Le Petit Homme 
Rouge. With a Frontispiece. Crown 
Svo, cloth, 7s. bd. net. 



CRADDOCK (C. EGBERT), by. 
She Prophet of the Great Smoky 

Mountains. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. ; 

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
His Vanished. Star. Cr. Svo, cl, 3s. bd. 
She. Windfall. Crown Svo. cloth, fts. 



CRESSWELL (HENRY). —A 

Lady of Misrule. Crown Svo, cloth. 6\. 



CRIM (MATT).— Adventures of 

a Fair Rebel. Crown Svo, cloth, 3 s. 6d. ; 

post Kvo. illustrated boards, 2s. 



CROCKETT (S. R.) and others.— 

Tales of our Coast. By S. R. 

Crockett, Gilbert Parker, Harold 
F'rederic, 'Q.,'and W.Clark Russell. 
With 13 Illustrations by Frank Brang- 
\vy:-:. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



CROKER (Mrs. B. M.), Novels 

fay. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. each ; 

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; 

cloth limp, 2s. bd. each. 
Pretty Miss Neville. 
A Bird of Passage. | Mr. Jervis. 
Diana Barrimgton. 
Two Masters. I Interference. 
A Family Ijikeness. 
A Shird Person. | Proper Pride; 
Village Sales & Jnngl© Tragedies. 
She Real Lady Hilda. ' 
Married or Single? 
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CROlvER (Mrs. B. M.)— continued. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. bd. each. 
In the Kingdom of Kerry; 
Miss Balmaine's Fast. 
Jason. I Beyond the Pale. 

Terence: With 6 Illusts. by S. Paget. 
The Cat's-paw. With 12 Illustrations 

bv Fred Pkgkam. 
The Spanish Necklace. With f 

IlHstrationsOy F. Pegram. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each : post 8vo, 

cloth limp, 2s. bd. each. 
Infatuati on. | Some One Else 
' To Let.' Post 8vo, picture boards, 2s. 

cloth limp, is. 6d. 

Popular Editions, medi'tm 8vo. bd. each. 

Proper Prido. j The Cat's-paw. 

Diana Harrington. 

Jfretty Miss Neville. 

A Bird of Passage. 

Beyond tha Pale. 

A Family lUikencss 



CROSS (M. B.).— A Question of 

Means. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 6s. {Shnr'l- 



CRUIKSHANK'S COMIC AL- 
MANACK. Complete in Two Series. 
The First fr"om 1835 to 1843 : the 
Second, from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering 
of the Best Humour of Thackkhay. 
Hood, Albert Smith, &c. With nu 
tnerous Steel Engravings and Woodcuts 
by Cruikshaxk, Landells, &c. Two 
Vols , crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. bd. each. 



CUMMING (C. F. GORDON), 

Works by. Demy 8vo, cloth, bs. each. 
In the Hebrides. With 24 Illustrations 
In the Himalayas and on the 

Indian Plains. With 42 illustrations 
Two Happy Years in Ceylon. 

With 28 Illustrations. 
Via Cornwall to E gypt. Frontis. 

C USSANS]JOHN*E.).— A Hand- 

book of Heraldry; including instruc- 
tions for Tracing Pedigrees, Deciphering 
Ancient MSS., &c. With 408 Woodcut^ 
ancl2Colrd. Plates. Crown 8vo, clolh. 6v 

DAN BY (FRANK).— A Coquette 

in Crape. Foolscap Svo, ctoth, is. net. 



DAUDET (ALPHONSE).— The 

Kvansrelist ; or, Port Salvation. 

Cr. Svo. clotn. 3.? bd. : p >st 8vo, bds., 2S 



DAVENANT (FRANCIS).— Hint* 

for Parents on Choice of Profession 
for their Sons. Crown 8vo. is. 6d. 



DAVIDSON (H. C.).— Mr. Sad- 
ler's Daughters. Cr. 8vo, cloth. 3$. bd 



DAVIES (Dr. N. E. YORKE-), 

Works by, Cr. 8vo. is. ea.: cl.. is. bd. ea 
One Thousand Medical Maxims 

and Surgical Hints. 
Nursery Hints: A Mother's Guide. 
The Dietetic Cure of Obesity 

(Foods for the Fat). With Chapter- 

on the Trettm-jnt of Gout by Dift. 

Aids to l.an£ lafa. Crown Svo, 2s. 
cloth, 21. bd. 



DAVIES' (Sir JOHN) Complete 

Poetical Works. Edited with Notes, 
by Rev. A. B. Grosart, D.D. Two Vols., 

crown 8vo, cloth, 35. bd. each. 



DEAKIN (DOROTHEA), Stories 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.?. bd. each. 
The Poet and the Pierrot. 
The Princess & the Kitchen-maid. 



DEFOE (DANIEL). — Robinson 

Crusoe. With 37 Illusts. by George 
Cruikshank. Large Type. Fine Paper 
Edition. Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; 
leather, gilt edges, 3.?. net. 



DEMILLE(JAMES).— AStrange 
Manuscript found in a Copper 
Cylinder. Crown 8vo, cloth, with 19 
Illustrations by Gilbert Gaul, 3s. bd. ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2.?. 



DEVONSHIRE SCENERY, The 

History of. By Arthur W. Clavden, 

M.A. With Illus.Demy 8vo,cl.,Ios.6rf. net. 

Devon : Its Moorlands, Streams, 

and Coasts. By Lady ROSALIND 
Northcote. With Illustrations in Time 
Colours by F. J. Widgery. Large fcap. 

4*0. cloth, 20.!. net. 



DEWAR (T. R.). — A Ramble 

Round the Globe. With 220 Illustra- 
tions. Crown .Kvo, cloth, 7.?. bd. 



DICKENS (CHARLES), The 

Speeches Of. Edited and Annotated 
by R. H. Shepherd. With a Portrait. 
Pott 8vo, cloth, 2s. net ; leather, 3$. net. 
•The Pocket Charles Dickens : beim? 
Favourite Passages chosen by Alfred 
H. HYATT. iCimo. cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; 
leather, gilt top, 3s. net. 

Character Portraits from 
Dickens. Selected and arranged by 
Charles Welsh. With a Portrait. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 

DICTIONARIES] 

The Reader's Handbook of 
Famous Names in Fiction, 
Allusions, References, Pro. 
verbs,Plots, Stories, and Poems. 

By Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 

8vo, cloth. 3.1. bd. 
A Dictionary of Miracles, 

Imitative, Realistic, and Dogmatic. By 

Rev. E. C. Brewer, I.L.D. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, is. bd. 
Familiar Allusions. Cy William A. 

and Charles G. Wheeler, Demy Svo, 

cloth, 7j. bd. net. 
Familiar Short Sayings of Great 

Men. With Historical and Explanatory 

Notes by Samuel A. Bent, A.M. Crown 

8vo, cloth, is. bd. 
The SlangDictionary : Etymological, 

Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, bs. bd. 
Words, Facts, and Phrases: A 

Diction-ry of Curious, Quaint, and Out- 

of-the Way Matters By Eliezer 

Epw.u.ds. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. 
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DIXON (WILLMOTT-).— The 

Rogue of R ye. Cr, 8 vo, c)., (is. [Shortly 

DOBSON (AUSTIN), Works" by. 

Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. each. 
Pour Frenchwomen. With Four 

Portraits. 
Eighteenth Century Vignettes. 

in Three Series, each 6s. ; also FiNt- 
paper Editions of the Three Serirs 
pott 8vo, cloth, 2s. net each j leather. 
3.5. net each. 

A Paladin of Philanthropy, and 
other Papers. With 2 IUusu..t.on r . 

Side-walk Studies. With 5 ntusts. 



DONOVAN (DICK), Detective 

Stories by. Post Svo, illustrated 

boards, 2s. each ; cloth, 2s. bd. each. 
Caught at Last. 
In the Grip of the Laws 
Link by Link. 

From Information Received. 
Suspicion Aroused. 
Riddles Read. 
Tracked to Doom. 
Crown 8vo, cl., 31. bd. each ; picture cl„ 

flat back, 2s. each ; post Svo, illustrated 

boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, is. lid. each. 
The Man from Manchester. 
The Myst ery of Jamaic a Terrace. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.1. bj. each. 
Deacon Brodie : or. Behind the Mask. 
Tyler Tat lock, Private Detective. 
Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. bd. ea. ; pict. cl.. flat bk. 2s. ea 
The Records of Vincent Trill. 
Tales of Terror. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. i>d. each ; post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth limp, 

2s. 6d. each 
Chronicles of Michael Banevitch. 
A Detective's Triumphs. 
Tracked and Taken. 
Who PoisonedHettyDuncan? 
Crown 8vo, picture cloth, Hat back, 2s. each ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; clot! 

limp, 2s. bd. each. 
Wanted ! | The Man -Hunter. 
Dark Deeds. Crown ovo, clolh limp. 

2s. bd. ; p icture cloth, flat back, 2s. 

DOWLING (RICHARD). ^Qlil 

Corcoran 's Money. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. M 



DOYLE (A. CONAN).— The Firm 

of OirrJIestnne. CrownSvo, cloth, 3s. <v'\ 



DRAMATISTS, THE OLD. 

Edited by Col. CUNNINGHAM. Cr. Svo, 
cloth, with Portraits, 3s. bd. per Vol. 
• Ben Jonson's Works. With Notes, 
Critical and Explanatory, and a Bin- 
graphical Memo.r by WILLIAM GlFFORD. 
Three Vols. 

Chapman's 'Works. Three Vols. Vol. 
I. contains the Plays complete ; Vol. II„ 
Poems and Minor Translations, with an 
Essay by A. C. SWINBURNE ; Vol. III.. 
Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey. 

Marlowe's Works. One Vol. 

Massinger's Plays. Krom Gifford's 
Text. One Vol. 



DUMPY BOOKS (The) for 

Children. Roy. 3?.mo. cloth, is. net ea. 

1. The Plamp, The Ameliorator, 
and The Schcol-boy's Appren- 
tice. By E. V. Lucas. 

2. Mrs. Turner's Cautionary 
Stories. 

3. Tita Bad Family. By Mrs. 

l-ENWICK. 

4. The Story of Little Black 

Sambo. by Helen Bannerman. 
Illustrated in colours. 

5. The Bountiful Lady. By Thomas 
Cobb. 

7. A Flower Book. Illustrated in 
colours by Nei.lie Benson. 

g. The Pink Knight. Ey J. R. Mon- 
SELL. Illustrated in colours. 

e. The Little Clown. By Thomas 
Cobb. 

10. AHorseJook. By Mary Tourtel. 
Illustraied io colours, 

11. Little People : an Alphabet. By 
Henry Mayer and T. W. II . Crosland. 
Illustrated in colours. 

12. A Dog Book. By Ethfl Bicknell. 
With Pictures in colours by Carton 
Moore Park. 

13. The Adventures of Samuel 
and Selina. By Jean C. Archer. 
Illustrated 111 colours. 

13. The Little Girl Lost. By Eleanor 
Raper. 

15. Dollies. By Richard Hunter. 
Illustrated in colours by RUTH Cobb. 

16. The Bad Mrs. Ginger. By Honor 
C. Appleion. Illustrated in colours. 

17. Peter Piper's Practical Prin- 
ciples. Illustrated in colours. 

18. Little White Barbara. By 
Eleanor March. Illustrated in colours. 

20. Towlocks and his Wooden 
Horse. By Alice M. a."pleion. 
lllus. in colouis bv Honor C. Appleton. 

21. Three Little Foxes. By Mary 
Touriel. illustrated in colours. 

22. The Old Man's Bag". By T. W. 
H. Ckosland. lllus. bv [. R. Monsell. 

23. Three Little Goblins. By M. 
G. 1'AGGART. Illustrated in colours. 

25. More Dollies. By Richard Hun- 
" ter. Ilhv-. in colours by Roth Cobb. 
23. Little Yellow Wang-lo. By M. 

C. Bell. Illustrated in colours. 
23. The Sooty Man. Bv E. B. 

MACKINNON and EDEN COYBEE. lllus. 

30. Rosalina. Illustrated in colours by 
Jean C. Archer. 

31. Sammy and the Snarlywink. 
Illustrated in colours by Lena and NOR- 
MAN Ault. 

33. Irene's Christmas Party. By 

Richard Hunter lllus. by Ruth Cobb. 
35. The Little Soldier Book, liy 

Jessie Pope. Illustrated in colours by 

Henry Mayer. 
S5. The Dutch Doll's Ditties. By 

C. Aubrey Moore. 
38. Tan Little digger Boys. By 

N..RA Ca=.c. 
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DUMPY BOOKS— continued. 

37. Humpty Dumpty's laittle Son. 
By Helen R. Cross. 

38. Simple Simon. By Helen K. 
CROSS. Illustrated in colours. 

39. The JLittle Frenchman. By 
Eden Coybee. Illustrated in colours by 
K. J. Fricero. 

30. The Potato Book. By Lily 
SCHOFIELD. Illustrated in colours. 



DUNCAN (SARA J E ANNETTE), 

Books by. Cr. Svo, cloth, 7s. dd. each. 
A Social Departure.. With m 

Illustrations by I'. H. TOWNSEND. 
An American Girl in London. 

With So Illustrations by F. H.Towxsknd. 
The Simple Adventures of a 

Memsa hlb. With 37 Il lustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. dd. each. 
A Uaughter of To-Day. 
"Vernon's Aunt. With 47 Illustration s. 

DUTTCROMESH d).— England 

and India: Progress during One 
Hundred Years. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 



DYSON (EDWARD). — In the 

Roaring Fifties. Crown8vo.cloth.ru 



EARLY ENGLISH POETS. 

Edited by Rev. A. B. Grosart, D.D 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. dd. per Volume. 

Fletcher's (Giles) Poems. One Vol. 

Bavies' (Sir John) Complete 
Poetical WorSs. Two Vols. 



EARLY PAINTERS SERIES — 

For details of three important Series 
of Facsimiles in Colour of Selected 
Works of The Early Painters of the 
Netherlands, of The Early German 
Painters, and of Italian Painters oi 
the XVth and XVlth Centuries, see 
special Prospectus, to be had upon 
application. 



EDWARDES (Mrs. ANNIE), 

Novels by. 
A Point 'of Honour. Post 8vo, 

illustrated beards, 2s. 
Archie LiOYCll. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
A Plaster Saint. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3s. dd. 



EDWARDS (ELIEZER). 
Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Die 

tionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-the- 
Way Matters. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. dd. 



ENGLISHMAN'S HOUSE, The: 

A Practical Guide for Selectingor Building 
a House. By C. J. RICHARDSON. With 
Coloured Frontispiece and 534 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. dd. 



EGERTON (Rev. J. C.).- 
Sussex Folk and Sussex Ways. 

With Four IHusts. Crown Svo, cloth, 5.5. 



EGGLESTON (EDWARD).- 

Roxy. Post Svo, illustrated boards, as 



EPISTOL/E OBSCURORUM 

Virorum (is«5=«5i7)- Latin Text, 
with Translation, Introduction, Notes, 
&c, by F. G. Stokes. A limited edition. 
Royal ~8vo, cloth. [Preparing 



EYES, Our: How to Preserve 
Them. By John Browning. Crown 
8vo, cloth, is. 



FAMILIAR ALLUSIONS: Mis- 
cellaneous Information, including Cele- 
brated Statues, Paintings, Palaces, 
Country Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, 
Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities, &c. 
By W. A. and C. G. Wheeler. Demy 
8vo. cloth, 7s. 6d. net. 



FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS 
of Qreat Men. By S. A. Bent, A.M. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 7s. dd. 



FARADAY (MICHAEL), Works 

by. Post 8vo, cloth, 4s. 6d. each. 
The Chemical History of a 

CandlQ : Lectures delivered before a 
Juvenile Audience. Edited by William 
CROOKES, F.C.S. With numerous IHusts. 
On the "Carious Forces of Nature, 
and their Relations to each 

Other. Edited by WILLIAM CKOOKES, 
F.C.S. With Illustrations. 



FARRER (J. ANSON).— War: 

Three Essays. Crown Svo. cloth, t,?. n ■/ 



ELBE (LOUIS). — Future Life 
in the Light of Ancient Wisdom 
and Modern Science. Crown Svo., 
cloth, 6s. net. 



ENGLISHMAN (An) in Paris: 

Recollections of Louis Philippe and the 
Empire. Crown Svo, cloih, 3s. dd. 



FENN (G. MANV1LLE), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 61/. each; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The New Mistreas. 
Witness to the Deed. 
The Tirfer Lilly. 
The Whi te "Virgin. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 35. dd. each. 
A Woman Worth Winning. 
Cursed by a Fortune. 
The Case of A113S Cray, 
Commodore Jumk. 
Black Blood. I In Jeopardy. 
Double Cunning. 
A Fiuttared Dovecote. 
King of the Castla. 
The Master of the Ceremonies* 
The Story of Antony Grace. 
The Man with a Shadow. 
One Maid's Mischief. 
This Man's Wife. 
The Bag of Diamonds, and Three 

Bits of Paste. 
Running Amok. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s. each. 
Black Shadows. 
The Cankerworm. 
So SJike a Woman. 

A Crimson Crime. Crown Svo, cloth, 
3s. 'id. ; picture cloth, flat back, 25, 
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FICTION, a Catalogue of, with 

Descriptions and Reviews of nearly 
Twelve Hundred Novels, will be 
sent free by CHATTO & WlNDUS upon 
amplication. 



FIREWORK - MAKING, The 

Complete Art of ; or, The Pyrotechnist's 
Treasury. By Thomas Kentish. With 
267 Illustrations Cr. 8vo, cloth, 31. 6rf. 



FISHER (ARTHUR O.), Novell 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, each. 

Withyford. With Coloured Frontis- 
piece by G. D. Armour, and 5 Plates in 
sepia by R. H. Kuxton. 

The JLand of Silent Feet. With a 
Frontispiece bv G. D. ARMOUR. 



FITZGERALD (PERCY), by. 

Fatal Zero. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2?. each. 
Bella Donna. | Polly. 
The jLady of Brantome, 
Never Forgotten. 
Tha Second Mrs. Tillotsora. 
Seventy-fl^re Brootco Ktrwe*. 



FLAMMARIOIN (CAMiL.L,tj.— 

Popular astronomy. Translated 
by ]. ELLARD GORE, F.R.A.S. With Three 
Plates and 288 Illustrations. A New 
Edition, with an Appendix giving the 
results of Recent Discoveries. Medium 
Svo, cloth, 105. 6d. 



FLETCHER'S (GILES, B..D.) 
Complete Poems : Christ's Victorie in 
Heaven, Victorie on Earth, Triumph over 
Death ; with Minor Poems. Notes by 
Rev. A. B. Grosart. Cr. Svo.cl. «. 6d. 



FLORENCE PRESS BOOKS.— 

For information as to this important 
Series, printed from a new type designed 
by Herbert P. Horne, now first 
engraved, see spe cial Pros pectus. 



FORBES (Hon. Mrs. WALTER). 

-Dumb. Crown 8vo cloth. 3s. 6d, 



FRANCILLON (R. E.), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2$. each. 
* One by One I A Real Queen. 

A Dog and his Shadow. 

Ropes Of Sand. With Ill ustrations. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Queen Cophetua. I Olympla. 

Romances of the Law. 

King or Knave? _ 

Jack Doyle's Daughter. Crown 8vo. 
cloth, 31. bd. 



FRANCO - BRITISH EXHIBI = 
TION Illustrated Review (The), 
1008. A Complete Souvenir of the Ex- 
hibition. Profusely illustrated. Edited 
bv F G. Dumas. Large folio, pictorial 
cover, 5s. net ; cloth, 6s. bd. net. Also 
the Edition de Luxe, printed on fine-art 
Daperand in a special binding, ioi6d.net. 



FREDERIC (HAROLD), Novels 

by. Post 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; 

illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Seth'ss Brother's 'Wife. 
Tha luawton Girl. 



FRY'S (HERBERT) Royal 
Guide to the London Charities. 

Edited by John Lane. Published 
Annually. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. 



GARDENING BOOKS. Post8vo, 

is. each ; cloth, is. 6d. each. 

A Year's Work in Garden and 
Greenhouse. By George Glenny. 

Household Horticulture. By Tom 
and Jane Jerrold. Illustrated. 

The Garden that Paid the Bent. 
By Tom Jerrold. 

Our Kitchen Garden. By Tom 
Jerrold. Post 8vo. cloth, is net. 

Sir William T«mpla upon tha 
Gardens of Epicurus ; together 
with other XVllfh Century Garden 
Essays. Edited. with Notes and Introduc- 
tion, by A. Forbes Sjeveking, F.SA. 
With 6 Illustrations. Small Svo, cloth 
or boards, is. 6d. net ; quarter vellum, 
2c 6rf.. net : th-re-quarter vellum, 5s. net. 



UAULOT (PAUL), Books by. 

The Red Shirts: A Tale of 'The 
Terror.' Translated by John de Vil- 
liers. Crown 8vo, cloth, with Frontis- 
piece by Stanley Wood, 3s. 6d. ; picture 

cloth, flat back, 2s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 

JLove and Xiovers of the Fast. 
Translated by C. Laroche, M.A. 

A ConBpiracy under tha Terror, 
Translated by C. Laroche, M.A. With 
Illustrations and Facsimiles. 

GERMAN POPULAR STORIES. 

Collected by file Brothers Grimm and 
Translated by Edgar Taylor. With 
Introduction by John Ruskin, and 22 
Steel Plates after George Cruikshank, 
Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 6s. 



GIBBON (CHARLES), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
Robin Gray. 
The Golden Shaft. 
The Flower of the Forest. 
The Braes of Yarrow. 
Of High Degree. 
Queen of the Meadow. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
For JJack of Gold. 
What Will the World Say? 
For the King. | A Hard Knot. 
In Pastures Graen; 
In Love and "War. 
A Heart's Problem. 
By Mead and Stream. 
Fancy Free. | Loving a Dream. 
In Honour Bound. 
Heart's Deli ght. | Blo od-Money. 
The Dead Heart. Post 8vo, illustrated 

boards, 2s, ; Popular Edition, medium 

Svo, 6d. 
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GERARD (DOROTHEA).— A 

Queen of Curds and Cream. Crown 

Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. 



QIBNEY (SOMERVILLEi. 

Sentenced 1 Crown Sm <-i~th <- ' 



GIBSON (L. S.J, Novel* oy. 

Crown 8vo, clolh, 65. e^ch. 
The Freemasons. | Burnt Spices. 
Ships of Desire. 



GILBERT (WILLIAM).— James 

Duke, Coster-monger. Post 8vo, illus 
trated boards, 2s. 



GILBERT'S (W. S.) Original 

Plays. In 3 Series, post 8vo, ?.s. 6d. each. 

The First Sf.ries contains : The Wicked 
World — Pygmalion and Galatea — 
Charity — The Princess — The Palace oi 
Truth— Trial by Jury— Ioianthe. 

The Second Series contains : Broken 
Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Gretchen — Dan'l Druce — Tom Cobb 
— H.M.S. 'Pinafore' — The Sorcerer — 
The Pirates of Penzance, 

The Third Series contains : Comedy and 
Tragedy — Foggerty's Fairy — Rosen- 
crantz and Guildenstern — Patience — 
Princess Ida — The Mikado — Ruddigore 
—The Yeomen of the Guard— The Gon- 
doliers — The Mountebanks— Utopia. 

Eight Original Comic Operas 
written by W, S. Gilbert. Two Series, 
demy 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. each. 

The First Series contains : The Sorcerer 
—H.M.S. 'Pinafore'— The Pirates of 
Penzance — Ioianthe — Patience — Prin- 
cess Ida— The Mikado— Trial by Jury. 

The Second Series contains : The Gon- 
doliers — The Grand Duke — The Yeomen 
of the Guard — His Excellency — Utopia, 
Limited— Ruddigore — The Mountebanks 
—Haste to the Wedding. 

The Gilbert and Sullivan Birth- 
day Book : Quotations for Every Day 
in the Year. Compiled by A. Watson. 
Royal j6mo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 



GISSING (ALGERNON), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, g ; lt top, 6s. each. 
A Secret of the North Sea. 
Knitters in the Sun. 
The Wealth of Jfflallerstang. 
An Angel's Portion. 

Balioi G arth. 

The Dreams of Simon Usher. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



GLANVILLE (ERNEST), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Liost Heiress. With 2 Illustra- 
tions by Hume Nisbet. 

The Fossicker: A Romance of Mash- 
onaland. Two 111 usts. by Hume Nisbet. 

A Fair C olonist. With Frontispiece. 
Crown 8vo. cloth, 35 6d. each. 

The Golden Rock. With Frontispiece 
hv Stanley Wood. 

Tales from the Yeld. With i2lllusts. 

max Thornton. With 8 Illustrations 
hv t s. CRn\!pro\ i . R.r. 



GLENNY (GEORGE).— A Year's 
Work in Garden and Greenhouse: 

Practical Advice as to Flower, Fruit, and 
Frame Garden Post Svo. it. : ci.. it. M. 



GODWIN (WI LLI AM). — Lives 

of the Necromancers. Post 8vo, cl.. 2t. 



GOLDEN TREASURY of 

Thought, The : A Dictionary of Quo- 
tations from the Best Authors. By 
Theodore Taylor. Cr. 8vo, cl„ 3s. 6d. 



GOODMAN (E. J.)— The Fate of 

Herbert Wayne. Cr. Svo. cl., 3s. ftrf. 



GORDON (SAMUEL). — The 
Ferry of Fate : a Tale of Russian 
Jewry. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



GORE (J. ELLARD, F.R.A.S.). 

— The Stellar Heavens: an Introduc- 
tion to the Study of the Stars and 
Nebulas. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2j. net. 
Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s. each. 
Studies in Astronomy. With 8 
plates. 

Essays, Historical 



Astronomi cal 

and Descriptive. 



With 6 plates. 



GRACE (ALFRED A.).— Tales 

of a Dying Race. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. id. 



GREEKS AND ROMANS, The 

Life of the, described from Antique 
Monuments. By Ernst Guhl and W. 
Koner. Edited bv Dr. F. Hueffer. 
With 545 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cl„ 7? 6d. 



GREEN (ANNA KATHARINE), 

Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The Millionaire Baby. 
The Wom an in the Al cove. 
The Amethyst Box. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, 3s. 6d. 

GREENWOOD (JAMES).— The 

Prisoner in the Dock. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3t. 6d. 



GREY (Sir GEORGE). —The 

Romance of a Proconsul. By Jajies 

Milnk. Crown 8v.\ huckTirn. fvv 



GRIFFITH (CECIL).— Corinthia 

Marazion. Crown Svo, cloth, 3.?. 6d. % 



GRIFFITHS (Major A.). —No. 99, 

and Blue Blood. Ciown Svo. cloth, vs. 



GUNTER (A. CLAVERJNG).— A 

Florida Enchantment. Crown Svo, 
cloth. 31-. 6d. 



GUTTENBERG (VIOLET), 

Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Neither Jew nor Greek. 
The Power of the Palmist. 



GYP. — CLOCLO. Translated by 

Nora M. Stvtimm. Cr. Svo, cl.. 3c. 6d. 



UABBERTON (JOHN).— Helen's 

Babies. With Coloured Frontispiece 
and to Illustrations by Eva Roos. Fcap. 



Ato. cloth. Ac. 
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HAIR, The: Its Treatment in 
Health, Weakness, and Disease. 

Translated from the German of Dr. J. 
Pixel's. Crown 8vo. is. ■ cloth, it. 6d. 



HAKE (Dr. T. GORDON), Poems 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
New Symbols. 
Legends of the Morrow, 
The Serpent Play. 

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth, 8s. 



HALL (Mrs. 5. C.).— Sketches 

of Irish Character. With Illustra- 
tions on Steel and Wood by Ckuik- 
s hank, Maclise, Gilbkrt, and Harvey. 
Demy 8vo. cloth, 7s. 6d. 



HALL (OWEN), Novels by. 
The Track of a Storm. Crown 8vo, 

pictuie cloth, flat back, 2s. 
Jetsam. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. each. 
Eureka. | Hernando. 



HALL1DAY (ANDREW).- 

Every-day Papers. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. 



HAMILTON (COSMO), Stories 

by. 
The Glamour of the Impossible; 

and Through a Keyhole. Crown 

8vo, cloth, ss. 6d. 
Nature's Vagabond, &o. Crown 8vo, 

cloth. 6s. 



HANDWRITING, The Philo- 

sophy of. With over too Facsimiles. 
By Don Felix de Salamanca. Post 
8vo, half-cloth, 2s. 6d. 



HARDY (IZA DUFFUS), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 65. each. 
The Lesser Evil. 
Man, Woman, and Fate. 
A Butterfly. 



HARDY (THOMAS). — Under 

the Greenwood Tree. Post 8vo, cloth 
$s. 6d. ; illustrated b >ards, 2s. ; cloth 
limp, 2s. 6d. Also the Fine Papei'. 
Edition, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net : 
leather, gilt edges, 3.?. net ; and the Cheap 
Edition. medium Svo, M. 



HARKINS (E. F.).— The Schem- 

ers . Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



HARRIS (JOEL CHANDLER), 

Books by. 

Uncle Bemus, With 9 Coloured and 
so other Illustrations by J. A. Shepherd. 
Pott 4to. cloth, gilt top, 6s. 

Nights -with Uncle Bemus. Will. 

rs Coloured and 50 otner Illustrations by 
J. A.Shei hekd. In.'peiial i6mo, cloth, 6i- 



HARTE'S (BRET) Collected 

Works. LIBRARY EDITION, in Ten 
Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Vol. I. Complete Poetical and 
Dramatic Works. With Port. 
„ II. The Luck of Roaring Camp— 
BohemianPapers— American 
Legends. 
„ III. Tales of the Argonauts- 
Eastern Sketches. 
IV. Gabriel Conroy. 
„ V. Stories — Condensed Novels. 
„ VI. Tales of the Pacific Slope. 
„ VII. Tales of the Pacific Slope -I I. 
With Portrait by John Pettie. 
„ VIII. Tales of Pine and Cypress. 
„ IX. Buckeye and Chapparel. 
X. Tales of Trail and Town. 



Bret Harte's Choice Worksin Prose 
and Verse. With Portrait and 40 Illus- 
trations. Crown Svo, cloth. 31. 6d. 

Bret Harte's Poetical Works, in- 
cluding Some Later Verses. Crown 
8vo, buckram, 4$. 6d. 

In a Hollow of the Hills. Crown 
8vo, picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 

Condensed Novels. (Two Series in 
One Volume.) Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 
2s. net ; leather, gilt edges, $s. net. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
On the Old Trail. 
Under the Redwoods. 
From Sandhill to Pine. 
Stories in Light and Shadow, 
Mr. Jack Hamlin's Mediation. 
Trent's Trust. 



Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each : post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Gabriel Conroy. 

A Waif of the Plains. With 60 Illus- 
trations bv Stanley L. Wood. 
A Ward of the Golden Gate. With 
59 Illustrations by Stanley L. Wood. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d each. 
Susy. With 2 Illusts. by J. A. Christie. 
The Bell-Ringer of Angel's, &c. 

With 39 Illusts. by Dudley Hardy, &c. 
Clarence : A Story of the American War. 

With 8 Illustrations by A. Jule Goodman. 
Barker's Luck, &c. With 39 Illustra- 
tions by A. Forestier, Paul Hardy, &c. 
Devil's Ford, &c 
The Crusade of the 'Excelsior.' 

With Frontis. by J. Bernard Partridge. 
Three Partners; or, The Big 

Strike on Heavy Tree Hill. 

With 8 Illustrations by J. Gulich. 
Tales of Trail and Town. With 

Frontispiece by G. P. Jacomb-HOOD. 
Condensed Novels. New Series. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; picture cloth, 
flat back. 2s. each. 
A Sappho of Green Springs. 
Colonel Starbottle's Client. 
A Protegee of Jack Hamlin's. 

With numerous Illustrations. 
Sally Dows, &c. With 47 Il'ustrations 
by W. D. Almond and ethers. 
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HARTE (BRET)- continued. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The liuck of Roaring Camp, and 
Sensation Novels Condensed. 
(Also in picture cloth at same price.) 
An Heiress of Red Dog. 
The Liuck of Roaring Camp, 
Californian Stories. 



Post 8vo, illus. bds., 2s. each; cloth, 2s.6d. each. 
Flip. I A Phyllis of the Sierras. 

Maruja. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. ; post 
Svo. picture boards, 2s. ; cloth limp, 2s. bd. 



HAWEIS(Mrs. H. R.), Books by. 

The Art of Dress. WUh 32 Iilust;;.- 
tions. Post 8vo, is. ; cloth, Is. 6d. 

Chaucer for Schools. With Frontis- 
piece. Demy Svo, cloth, 2s. bd. 

Chaucer for Children. With 8 
Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. 
Crown 4to, cloth, 3s. bd. 



I1AWEIS (Rev. H. R.).— Ameri- 
can Humorists: Washington- 
Irving, Oliver Wendell Holmes, 
James Russell Lowell, Artesitc 
Ward, Makk Twain, and Bret Harte. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), 

Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. bd. 

each; post Svo. illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Garth. | Etllica Quentin. 
'Fortune's Fool. | Dust. Four Illusts. 
.Beatrix Randolph. With Four lilusts. 
D. Poindexter'a Disappearance. 
The Spectr e of the Ca mera. 

Crown Svo, cioth, 3s. bd. each. 
Sebastian Strome. 

I-ove-or a Heme. 

Miss Cadcgna. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. 



I1EALY (CHRHS), Books by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Confessions of a Journalist. 
Klfsirs of Reuben. 
Mara. 



The Endless Herit 
cloth, 3s. bd. 



Crown 8vo, 



KELPS (Sir ARTHUR). — Ivan 

de Biron. Crown Svo, cioth $s. 6d. ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards. 2s. 



HENTY (Q. A.), Novels by. 
Kujub, the Juggler. Post Svo, cloth, 
- 3s. bd. ; illustrated boards, 2s. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
The Queen's Cup. 
Dorothy's Double. 
Colonel Thorndyke's Secret. 



HILL (HEADON).— Zambra the 

Detective. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. bd. ; 
picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 



HILL (JOHN), Works by. 
Treason-Felony. Post 8vo, illustrated 

boards, 2s. 
The Common Ancestor. Crown 

Svo, cloth, 3s. bd.. 



HINKSON (H. A.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s. each. 
Fan Fitzgerald. | Silk and Steel. 



HENDERSON (ISAAC).— Agatha 

Page. Crown Svo, cloth. 35. bd. 



HERBERTSON (JESSIE L.). 

Junia. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 



HERMAN (HENRY).— A Leading 
Lady. Post Svo, cloth, 2 S . bd. 



MOEY (Mrs. CASHEL) The 

Lover's Creed. Crown ..Svo, cloth, 
3s. bd. 



HOFFMANN (PROFESSOR).— 

King Koko. A Magic Story. With 25 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. net. 



HOLIDAY, Where to go for a. 

By E. P. Sholl, Sir H. Maxwell, John 
Watson, Jane Barlow, Mary Lovett 
Cameron, Justin H. McCarthy, Paul 
Lange, J. W. graham, J. H. Salter, 
Phcebe Allen, S. J. Beckett, L. Rivers 
Vine, and C. F. Gordon Gumming. 
Crown Svo, cloth. Is. (id. 



HOLMES (C. J., M. A.).— Notes 
on the Science of Picture*making. 

With Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy 
Svo, cloth, 7s. bd. net. [Preparing. 



HOLMES (0. WENDELL).— 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table. Illustrated by J. GORDON 
Thomson. Fine Paper Edition, pott 
Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net.; leather, gilt 
edges, 3s. net. 



HOOD'S (THOMAS) Choice 

Works In Prose and Verse. With 
Life of the Author, Portrait, and 200 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



HOOK'S (THEODORE) Choice 

Humorous Works; includinghis Ludi- 
crous " Adventures, Eons Mots, Puns, 
Hoaxes. With Life and Frontispiece. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. 

HOPKINS (TIQHE), Novels by. 

For Freedom. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 
'Twixt Loire and Duty. 
The Incomplete Adventurer. 
The Nugents of Carriconna. 
Hell HaiFenden. With 8 Illustrations. 



HORNE (R. HENG 1ST).— Orion. 

With Portrait. Crown Svo, cloth, 7s. 



HORNIMAN (ROY), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Bellamy the Magnificent. 
Lord Cammarleigh's Secret. 

Israel Rank; Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. td. 
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HORNUNQ (E. W.), Novels by. 
The Shadow of thsRopa. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3s. td. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, e>s. each. 
Stingaraa. | J5. Thief in the Hijjht. 
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HUGO (VICTOR).— The Outlaw 

of Iceland. Translated by Sir Gilbert 
Campbell. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. td. 



HUME (FERGUS), Novels by. 
The Lady From Nowhere. Cr. Svo, 

cloth, is. td.: picture cloth, Hat back, 21. 
The Millionaire Mystery. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 3s. td. 
The Wheeling Light. Crown 3vo, 

cloth, gilt top. tM. 



HUNGERFORD (Mrs.), Nove!s 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3 s. td. each ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, is. each ; 

cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
The Professor's Experiment. 
Nora Creina. 
Lady Yerner's Flight. 
Lady Patty. | Peter's 'Wife. 
The Red-House Mystery. 
An Unsatisfactory Lower. 
April's Lady. 
A Maiden All Forlorn. 
The Three Graces. 
A Mental Struggle. 
Marvel. | A Modern Circe. 

In Puran ce ITile. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 
An Anxious Moment. 
A Point of Conscience. 
The Coming of Chloe. | 



Lovice. 

POPUI.AI. 



The Bed-House Mystery. 
Edition, medium 8vo. td. 

HUNT (Mrs. ALFREDJ7~Novels 

by. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. td. each ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Tbe Leaden Caskat. 

Self-Condemned. 

That Ot her Person. 

Mrs. Juliet. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. td. 

HUTCHINSON (W- M.) —Hints 

on Colt- Breaking. With 25 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.?. 6d. 

HYAMSON (ALBERT).— A tils- 
tory of tSie Jews in England. With 

16 Portraits and Views and 2 Maps. 
Demy Svo, cloth, 4s. 6<i. net. 



INNKEEPER'S HANDBOOK 
(The) and Licensed Victualler's 
Manual. By J. Trevor-Davies. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 



JAMES (C. T. C.).— A Romance of 
the Queen's Housd^. Crown Svo, 
cloth, is. td. 



JAMES (G. 
The Story 

Illustrations. 



W.). — ScraggJes : 

of a Sparrow. With 6 
Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 



JAMESON (WILLIAM).— My 

Dead Self. Post Svo, cloth, 2s. bd. 



JAPP (Dr. A. H.).— Dramatic 

Pictures. Crown 8yo. cloth, -j. 



HYATT (A. H.), Topographical 

Anthologies by. Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt 
top, 2s. net each ; leather, gilt edges, 
3s. net each. 
The Charm of London, t 
The Charm of Edinburgh. 
The Charm of Venice. 



JEFFERIES (RICHARD), by. 

The Life of the Fields. Post Svo, 
cloth, 2s. td. ; Large Type, Fine Papek 
Edition, pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; 
leather, gilt edges, 3s. net. Also a New 
Edition, with 12 Illustrations in Colours 
by M. U. Clarke, crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. 
net ; parchment, 7s. td. net. 

The Open Air. Post Svo, cloth, 2s. td.; 
Large Type, Fine Paper Edition, pott 
8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net : leather, gilt 
edges, 3s. net. Also a New Edition, 
with 12 Illustrations in Colours by Ruth 
DOLLMAN, crown Svo, cloth, 5s. net ; 
parchment, 7s. td. net. 

Nature near London. Crown Svo, 
buckram, 6s. ; post Svo, cl., 2s. td. ; Large 
Type, Fine Paper Edition, pott 8vo, cl., 
gilt top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt edges, 3s.net, 
Also a New Edition, with 12 Illus- 
trations in Colours by RUTH Douuian, 
crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. net ; parchment, 
7.t. td. ne^ 

The Pocket Kichard jQiJeries : 

being Passages chosen from the Nature 
Writings of Jefferies by Alfred H. 
Hyatt. i6mo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net. ; 
leather, gilt top. 3s net. 
The Eulogy of Richard JeS'eries. 
fiv Sir Walter Besant. Cr. Svo, cl., 6s. 



JEROME (JEROME K.).— Stage- 
land. With 64 Illustrations by J. Ber- 
nard Partridge. Fcap. 4to, is. 



INDOOR PAUPERS. 

Them. Crown Svo, is. : 



By One of 

cloth, is. td. 



INMAN (HERBERT) and 

HARTLEY ASPDEN.— The Tear of 
i., alee. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, '>j. 



JERROLD (TOM), Works by. 

Post Svo, is. each ; cloth, is. td. each. 
The Garden that Paid the Kent. 
Househol d Horticultu re. 

Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants We 
Grow, and How We Cook Them. Post 
8vo, cl6th, is. net. 



(R.).— The Peril of 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 65. 



JOHNSTON 

an Empire. 

JONES" (WILLIAM, F.S.A.), 

Books by. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. eax!:. 
Finger-Ring Xicrg: Historical, Legend- 
ary, and Anecdotal, "With miniiuou.3 
Illustrations. 

Crowns axsd. Coronations. \Vuh91 

liki:.LraUL>as, 
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CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



JONSON'S (BEN) Works. With 

Notes and Biographical Memoir by 
William Gifford. Edited by Colonel 
Cunningham. Three Vols., crown 8vo, 
cloth, 35. bd. each. 



JGSEPHUS, The Complete 

Works of. Translated by WILLIAM 
WHISTON. Containing * The Antiquities 
of the Jews,' and ' The Wars of the Jews.' 
With 52 Illustrations and Maps. Two 
Vols., demv 8vo, half-cloth, 12s. 6d. 



KEATING (JOSEPH).— Maurice. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



KfcMPLING (W BAiLEY).— The 
Poets Royal of England and Scot- 
land : Original Poems by Royal and 
Noble Persons. With Notes and 6 Photo- 
gravure Portraits. Small 3vo, parchment, 
6i.net; vellum, Js. fid. net. Also an 
Edition in The King's Classics (No. 35). 



KERSHAW (MARK).— Coionial 
Facts and Fictions: Humorous 
Sketches. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 
2s. ; cloth, 25. 6d. 



KING (LEONARD W., M.A.).— 

A History of Babylonia and Assyria 
from the Earliest Times until the 
Persian Conquest. With Maps, 
Plans, and Illustrations after all the 
principal Monuments of the Period. In 
3 volumes, royal 8vo, buckram. Each 
volume separately, 185.net; or per set of 
3 volumes, if subscribed for before the 
issue of Vol. I., £2 12s. 6d. net. 
Vol. I.— A History of Sumer and 
Akkad : An account of the Primi- 
tive Inhabitants of Babylonia from 
the Earliest Times to about B.C. 2000. 
„ II.— A History of Babylon from 
the First Dynasty, about B.C. 2000, 
until the Conquest by Cyrus. B.C. 539. 
„ III.— A History of Assyria from 
the Earliest Period until the Fall of 
Nineveh, B.C. 606. \Prcparinu 



KING (R. ASHE), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
' The Wearing of tha Green.' 
Passion's Slave; I Bell Barry. 
A Drawn Game. Crown 8vo, cloth. 

3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 



KING'S CLASSICS (The). 

General Editor, Professor I. GOLLANCZ, 
Litt.D. Printed on laid paper, ]6mo, 
each with Frontispiece, gilt top. Quar- 
ter bound grey boards or red cloth, 
is. 6d. net each ; quarter vellum, cloth 
sides, 2s. (>d. net each ; three-quarter 
vellum, S .t. net each. 

Volumes now in course 0/ publication : 
35; Wine, Women, and Song. 
Mediaeval Latin Students' Songs. Trans- 
lated into English, with an Introduction, 
bv John Addington Symonds. 
36, 37. George Pottle's Petite Pal 
lace of Pettie his Pleasure. 
Edited by Prof I. Gollancz. 2 vols. 



KING'S CLASSICS (the)— continued. 

38. Walpole's Castle of Otranto. 

By Sir Walter Scott. With Intro- 
duction and Preface bv Miss SPURGKON. 

39. The Poets Royal of England 
and Scotland. Original Poems by 
Kings and other R y.d and Noble 
Persons, collected and edited by W. 
Bailey Kempling. 

30. Sir Thomas More's Utopia. 

tidited by Kobiskt Steele, F.S.A. 
Sl.fChaucer's Legend of Good 

Women. In Modern English, with 

Notes and Introduction by Professor 

W.W. Skeat. 

52. Swift's Battle of the Books. 

Edited, with Notes and Introduction, by 
A. GUTHKEI.CH. 

33. sir 'William Temple upon the 
Gardens of Epicurus, with 
other 17th Century Garden 

lissays. Edited, with Noies and Intro- 
duction, by A. Fokues SlEVEKING.F.S.A. 
43. 'ihe Four Last Things, Dy Sir 
1'homas More ; together with A 
Spiritual Consolation and 
other Treatises by John Fisher, 
Bishop of Rochester. Edited by DANIEL 
O'Connor. 

35. The Song of Roland. Translated 
irom the old French by Mrs. CROSLAND. 
With Introduction by Prof. Brandin. 

36. Dante's Vita Nuova. The 
Italian text, with DANTE G. RosSETTI's 
translation on opposite page. With Intro- 
duction and Notes by Prof. H. Oelsner. 

37.tChaucer's Prologue and 

Minor Poems. In modern English, 
with Notes and Introduction by Prof, 
w. W. Skeat. 

3S.tChaucer's Parliament of 
Birds and House of Fame. In 
modern English, with Notes and Intro- 
duction by Prof. VV. W. SKEAT. 

39. Mrs. Gaskell's Cranford. With 
Introduction by R. Brimley (OHNSON. 

50.fPearl. An English Poem of the 
Fourteenth Century. Edited, with a 
Modern Rendering and an Introduction, 
bv Professor I. Gollancz. 

51, 52. King's Letters. Volumes III. 
and IV. Newly edited from the originals 
bv Robert Steele,' F.S.A. 

53. The English Correspondence 
of Saint Boniface. Translated and 
edited, with an Introductory Sketch of the 
Life of St. Boniface, by E. J. Kylie, M.A. 

53, 55. The Essays of Elia. Edited, 
with Notes, Introduction, &c„ by 
Thomas Seccomee, M.A. 

56. The Cavalier to his Lady : 
Seventeenth Century Love Songs. 
Edited by F. Sidgwick. 

57. Asser's Life of King Alfred. 

Edited by L. C. JANE, M.A. 

58. Translations from the Ice- 
landic. By Rev. W. C. Green, M.A. 

59. The Rule of St. Benet. Trans- 
la ed by Right Rev. ABBOT GASgUET. 

60. Daniel's 'Delia 'and Drayton's 
' Idea.' Edited by ARUNDEI.L Exdailb. 
M.A. 



in st. MTnrmrs'TANE, London, w.c. 
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KING'S CLASSICS (The)— continued. 
Earlier Volumes in the Series are— 

1. The Love oi Books (The Philobihlon). 

2. *Sn Dranuw of Calderon (Fitzgerald's 
» translation). (Double vol.1 

3. Chronicle «t Jocelin of Brakelond. 
i. The Life ol Sir Thomas More. 

5. fcikon Basilike. 

6. Kings' Letters Alfred to the coming of 

theTudnrs. 

7. Kings' Letters : From the Tudors to the 

Love Letters of Henrv VI n. 

8. tUhaucer's Knight's Taie (Prof. Fkf.at). 

9. tChaucersMan of Law's Tale (Prof. Skkat). 
Id. tchaueer's Prioress's Tale (Prof. Skeat). 

11. The Romance of Fulke Fitzwarine. 

12. The Story of Cupid and Psyche. 

13. Evelyn's Life of Margaret Godolrhia. 

14. Barly Lives of Dante. 

15. The Falstiifl Letters 

16 Polonius. By Edward FitzGkbat.d. 

\1. Mediaeval Lore. 

18. The Vision of Piers the Flown. an (Prof. 

Skkat) 
19 The Gull's Hornbook. 
iO. *The Nun's Kule, or Ancren Riwle. (Double 

vol.). 

21. The Memoirs of Robert Cary, Earl of Mon- 

mouth. 

22. Early Lives of Charlemagne. 

23. Cicero's ' Friendship,' ' Old Age,' and 

'Scipio's Dream.' 
2-i *Wordsworth's Prelude. (Double vol.) 
25. The Defence of Guenevere. 
2H, 27. Browning's Men and Women. 

28. Poe's Poems. 

29. Shakespeare's Sonnets. 

30. George Eliot's Silas Marner. 

31. Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield. 
:^2. Charles Reade's Peg "Wofflngton. 
33. The Household of Sir Thomas More. 
31. Sappho : One Hundred Lyrics. By Bliss 

Uakicax. 

* Numbers 2, 20, and 24 are Double Volumes 
and Double Price. 

i- The Chaucer Vols., and also No. 50, may be had 
in stiff paper coverB at Is. not each. 



KINO'S LIBRARY FOUOS 

(The). 
The Mirrour of Yertue In World 
ly Greatnes, or The lUfe of Sir 
'ihoinaa More, Knight. By his 

son-in-law, William Roper. 10s. bd. 
net. (Seven copies of this volume alone 
remain, and are not to be sold apart from 
sets.) 

Eikon Basilike, the Portraioture 
of His Sacred Majestic in his 
Solitudes and Sufferings. 

Edited by Edward Almack, F.S A 
£ 1 is. net. 

Shakespeare's Ovid, being 
Arthur Gelding's Translation 
of the Metamorphoses. Edited 
by W. H. D. House, Lht.D. £1 its. bd. 
net. 

The Percy Folio of Old English 
Ballads and Romances. Edited 
by the General Editor. In four 
volumes at £4 4s. the set. (Volumes I. 
and II. issued; III. at Press; IV. in 
Preparation.) 

• e * Note. — Seven complete sets of the above 
folios remain for sale. Price, per set, 
£l its. bd net. 



KINO'S LIBRARY QUARTOS 

(The). 
The Alchemist. By Ben Jonsox. 

Edited by H. C. Hart. $s. net ; Japan- 
ese vellum, £1 is. net. 
The Gull's Hornbook. By Thomas 

Lekker. Edited by K. B, McKerrow. 

55. net ; Japanese vellum, 10s. bd. net. 
Tho Beggar's Opera. By John Gay. 

Edited by Hamilton MacLeod. 5s. 

net ; Japanese vellum, 10s. bd. net. 



KIPLING PRIMER (A). Includ- 
ing Biographical and Critical Chapters, 
an Index to Mr. Kipling's principal 
Writings, and Bibliographies. By F. L. 
Knowles. With Two Portraits. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



KNIGHT (WILLIAM and 

EDWARD). — The Patient's Vade 
Mecura : How to Get Most Benefit 
from Medical Advice. Crown Svo, 
cloth, is. bd. 



LAMB'S (CHARLES) Complete 

Works in Prose and Verse, including 
' Poetry for Children ' and ' Prince bonis.' 
Edited by R. H. SHEPHERD. With 2 
Portraits and Facsimile of the ' Essay on 
Roast Pig.' Crown 8vo (both Series;), 
cloth, 3s. bd. 
The Essays of Ella. Fine Paper 
Edition, pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; 
leather, gilt edges, 3s. net. 



LAMBERT (GEORGE). — The 

President of Boravia. Crown Svo, 
cloth, $s. bd. 



LANE (EDWARD WILLIAM). 
— The Thousand and One Nights, 

commonly called in England The 
Arabian Nights' Entertain- 
ments. Translated from the Arabic 
and illustrated by many hundred Engrav- 
ings from Designs by Harvey. Edited by 
E. S. Poole. With Preface by Stanley 
Lane-Poole. 3 Vols., 8vo, cl„ 22s. bd. 



LEE (HOLME).— Legends from 

Fairyland. With about 250 Illus- 
trations by Reginald L. and Horace 
J. Knowles, and an Introduction by 
E. H. Free.ijantle. Crown 8vo, cloth 
gilt, 5.t. net. 



LEES (DOROTHY N.).— Tuscan 

Feasts and Tuscan Friends. With 
12 Illustrations. Large crown 8vo, cloth, 
5j. net. 



LEHMANN (R. C). — Harry 

Fludyer at Cambridge, and Conver- 
sational Hints for Young Shooters. 

Crown Svo, is. ; cloth, is. bd. 



LEIGH (HENRY S.).— Carols of 

Cockayne. Crown 8vo, buckram, 5s. 



LELAND (C. G.).— A Manual of 

Mending and Repairing. With Dia- 
gi ams. Crown Svo, cloth, 5s. 



CHATTO & WIND.US, PUBLISHERS, 



LEPELLETIER (EDMOND). — 

Madame Sans-Gene. Translated by 
John DE Villiers. Post 8vo, cloth, 
3$. bd. ; illustrated boards, 2s. ; POPULAR 
Edition, medium 8vo, bd. 



LESPINASSE, JULIE DE. By 

the Marquis DE Segur. Authorised 
English Version, with a Portrait. Demy 
Svo, cloth. Js. 6d. net. 



LEYS (JOHN K.), Novels by. 

The Lindsays. Post 8vo, illust. bds.,2i\ 
A Sore Temptation. Cr. Svo. cl„ 6s. 



LILBURN (ADAM).— A Tragedy 

in Marble. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



LINDSAY (HARRY), Novels by. 

Crown Svo. cloth, 3s. bd. each. 

Rhoda R oberts. | The Jacobite. 

Crown Svo. cloth, bs. each. 
ifudah Pyecroft, Puritan. 
The Story of £ieah. 



LINTON (E. LYNN), Works by. 

An Octave of Friends. Crcwn 8vo, 

cloth, 3s. bd. ^_ 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. each ; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 25. each. 

Patricia Kenaba.ll. | lone. 

The Atonement of Lsam Dimdas. 

The World Well Iiost. 12 Iilusts. 

The One Too Many. 

Under which Lord '? With 12 Il'usts. 

« My Iiove.' | Sovring the Wind. 

Paston Caraw. I Diilcie Everton. 

With a Silben Thread. 

The Reb el of the Fam ily. 

Bowing the W ind. Cheap Edition, 
post Svo, cloth, 1.5. net. 

Patricia Kemball. Popular Edi- 
tion, medium 8vo. f.d. 



LOR1MER (NOR M A) .— Ttie 

Pagais Woman. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



LUCAS (ALICE). — Talmudic 
Legends, Hymns, and Paraphrases. 

Post Svo. half-parchment, ,2.t. net. 



LUCAS (E. V.), Books by. 
Anna's Terrible Good Nature, and 

other Stories for Children. With 12 
Illustrations by A. H. BUCKLAND, and 
Coloured End -Papers and Cover bv 
F. D. Bedford. Crown 8vo, cloth, bs.' 

£ Boob of Verses for Children. 
With ColouredTitle-page. Crown Svo, 
cloth, 6s. 

Three Hundred Games and Pas- 
times. By E. V. Lucas and Elizabeth 
Lucas. Pott 4to. cloth, bs. net. 



LUCY (HENRY W.).— Gideon 

Fleyce. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. ; post 
Svo. illustrated boards, as. 



MACAULAY (LORD).— The His- 
tory of England. Large Type, Fine 
Paper Edition, in 5 vols, pott Svo, 
cloth, gilt top, 2j. net per vol. ; leather, 
gilt ed^es, 3s. net per vol. 



MACCOLL (HUGH).— Mr. 

Stranger's Sealed Packet. Crown 
Svo, cloth, 31. bd..; post Svo, illustrated 
boards, is. 



MCCARTHY (JUSTIN), Books by. 
The Kaign of Queen Anne. Two 

Vols., demy Svo, cloth, \2s. each. 

A History of the Four Georges 
and of William the Fourth. 
Four Vols., demy Svo, cloth, 12s. each. 

A History of Our Own Times 
from the Accession of Queen Victoria to 
the General Election of 1880. Library 
Edition. Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 
i2j. each.— Also the Popular Edition, 
in Four Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, bs. each. 
—And the Jubilee Edition, with an 
Appendix of Events to the end of 1886, 
in 2 Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, Is. bd. each. 

A History of Our Own Times, 
Vol. V., from 1 8S0 to the Diamond ] ubilee 
Demy 8to, cloth, 12s.; crown Svo, cloth bs. 

A History of Our Own Times, 
Vols. VI. and VII., from 1S97 to Accession 
of Edward VII. 2 Vols., demy 8vo,cl., 245, 

A Short History of Our Own 
Times, from the Accession of Queen 
Victoria to the Accession of King 
Edward VII. New EDITION, revised 
and enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt 
top, bs. ; also the POPULAR EDITION, 
post Svo, cloth, 2s. bd. ;, and the Cheap 
Edition (to the year 1880), med. Svo, bd. 

Large Type, Fine Paper Editions. 
Pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net per vol. ; 
leather, gilt edges, 3s. net per vol. 
The Reign of Queen Anne, in 1 Vol. 
A History of the Four Georges 

and of William IV., in 2 vols. 
A History of Our Own Times from 
Accession of Q. Victoria to 1897, in 3 Vols, 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each ; post 8vo, pict. 
boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. bd. each. 
The Waterdale Neighbours. 
ISy Enemy's Daughter. 
A Fair Baxon. | Linley Rochfcrd. 
Dearliady Disdain. | The Dictator. 
Miss Misanthrope. With 12 Iilusts. 
Donna Quixote. With 12 Illustrations. 
The Comet of a Season. 
Maid of Athena. With 12 Illustrations. 
Camiola. 
Red Diam onds. I The Riddle Ring. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 
The Thr ee Disgraces. | Mononia. 

•The Right Honourable.' By Justin 
McCarthy and Mrs. Campbell Praed. 
Crown Svo. cloth, bs. 

Julian Revelstone. Crown Svo, cloth, 
bs. {Shortly. 



MCCARTHY (J. H.), Works by. 

The French Revolution. (Consti- 
tuent Assembly, 1789-91.) Four Vols., 
demy Svo, cloth, 12s. each. 

An Outline of the History of 
Ireland. Crown Svo. is. ; cloth, ls.bd. 

Ireland Since the Union— 1788- 
1336. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 



Ill SI, 



McCarthy u. h.)-«^»w. 

Kafis in London. 8vo, cold cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Our Sensation Novel. Crown 8vo, 

is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 
Doom: An Atlantic Episode. Crown 8vo, 11 
Dolly : A Sketch. Crown 8vo, is. 
Iiily Lass. Crown 8vo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d 
A London Legend. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3.5. 6d. 



mak HINTS LANE, LONDONj'W.C. 
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MACDONALD (Dr. GEORGE), 

Books by. 
Works of Fancy and Imagination 

Ten Vols., i6mo, cloth, gilt, in case, 21s. ; 
or separately, Grolier cloth, 2s. 6d. each. 
Also a New Issue in i6mo, cloth, gilt 
top, 2$. net per Vol. ; leather, gilt top, 3s. 
net per Vol. 
Vol. I. Within and Without — The 

Hidden Life. 
„ II. The Disciple — The Gospel 
Women— Book of Sonnets- 
Organ Songs. 
„ III. Violin Songs— Songs of the 
Days and Nights— A Book 
of Dreams— Roadside Poems 
—Poems for Children. 
„ IV. Parables — Ballads — Scotch 
„ V. & VI. Phantasies. [Songs. 

vn. The Portent. 
„ VIII. The Light Princess — The 

Giant's Heart— Shadows. 
„ IX. Cross Purposes— Golden Key 
Carasoyn— LittleDaylight. 
„ X. The Cruel Painter— The Wow 
o'Rivven— The Castle— The 
Broken Swords— The Gray 
Wolf— Uncle Cornelius. 

Poetical 'Works of George Mac- 
Donald. 2 Vols., cr.8vo, buckram, 125. 

Heather and Snow. Crown Svo, cloth, 
3s.. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Lilltll. C rown 8vo, cloth, 6s . 

The Pocket George HfacDonald: 

Passages Chosen by A. H. Hyatt. i6mo, 
cloth gilt , 2s. net ; leather gilt, 31. net. 



MACMICHAEL (J. HQLDEN).— 
The Story of Charing' Cross and its 
Neighbourhood. With 3 Illustrations. 
Demy Svo, cloth, 7s. 6d. net. 



MAGIC LANTERN, The, and its 

Management. By T. C. HEPWORTH. 
With 10 Musts. Cr. Svo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 



MAGNA CHARTA: A Facsimile of 
the Original, 3 ft. by 2 ft.. with Arms and 
Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours, ■;.?. 



MALLOCK (W, H.), Works by. 
The New Republic. Post 8vo, cloth. 
3s. td. ; illustrated boards, 2s. ; Large 
Type, Fine Paper Edition, pott 8vo, 
cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt edges, 
3s. net. 

Poems, Small 4to, parchment, 8s. 
Is Idle Worth Living ? Crown 8vo, 
buckram, 6s. 



MALLORY (Sir THOMAS).— 

Mort d' Arthur, Selections from, edited 
by B. M. Ranking. Post Svo, cloth, 2s. 



MACDONELL (AGNES).— 

Quaker Cousins. Post 8vo, boards, 2.1. 



MACHRAY (ROBERT), Novell 

by. Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s. each. 
A Blow over the Heart. 
The Mystery of Lincoln's Inn. 
The Private Detective. 



Her Honour. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 6d. 



MACKAY (Dr. CH AS.). -Inter- 
ludes and Undertones. Cr.8vo,cloth,6s. 



MACKAY (WILLIAM). —A 

Mender of Nets, Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



MACKENZIE (W- A.).— The 

Drexe! Dream. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. 



MACLISE Portrait Gallery (The) 

of Illustrious Literary Characters : 
8g Portraits by Daniel Maclisk ; 
with Memoirs by William Bates, B.A. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6rf. 



MARGUERITTE (PAUL and 

VICTOR), Novels by. 

The Disaster. Translated by F. Lees. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 

The Commnne. Translated by F. Lees 

and R. B. Douglas. 
Vanity. Translated by K. S. West. With 

Portrait Frontispiece. 



MARIE DE MEDICIS and the 
Court of France in the XVI lth Cen- 
tury. Translated from the French of 
Louis Batiffol by Mary King. With 

' a Portrait. Demy 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. net. 



MARLOWE'S Works, including 

his Translations. Edited with Notes by 
Col. Cunningham. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3,!. 6d. 



MARSH (RICHARD).— A 

Spoiler of Men. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



MASSINGER'S Plays. From the 

Text of William Gifford. Edited by 
Col. Cunningham. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



MASTERMAN (J.).— Half - a - 

dozen Daughters. Post 8vo, bds., 2s, 



MATTHEWS (BRANDER).-A 

Secret of the Sea. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. ; cloth, 2s. 6d. 



MAX O'RELL, Books by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
Her Royal Highness Woman. 
Between Ourselves. 
Rambles in Womanland. 
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CHATTO & WIISfiDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



MEADE (L. T.), Novels by. 
A Soldier of Fortune. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. bd. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, zs. 



Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 

The Voice of the Charmer. 

In an Iron Grip. | The Siren. 

Dr. Rumsey's Patient. 

On the Brink of a Chasm. 

The 'Way of a Woman. 

A Son o*' Ishmael. 

An Adventuress. | Rosebury. 

The Blue Diamond. 

A Stumble by the Way. 

This Troublesome World. 



MEDICI SERIES (The) Of Re- 
productions in Colour from the old 
Masters. For information in regard 
to this important Series, see Illustrated 
Prospectus to be had upon application. 



MEDIEVAL LIBRARY (The 

New). Small crown 8vo, pure rag 
paper, boards, 5.9. net per vol. ; leather, 
with clasps, 7j. 6d. net per vol. 

1. The Book of the Duke of True 
Lovers. Translated from the Middle 
French of Chkistine ds Pisan. with 
Notes by Alice Kemp- Welch. Wood- 
cut Title and 6 Photogravures. 

2. Of the Tumbler of our Lady, 
and other Miracles. Translated 
from the Middle French of Gautikk Dk 
Coinci, &c, with Notes and Introduction 
by Alice Kemp-Welch. Woodcut Title 
and 7 Photogravures. 

3. The Chatelaine of Vorgi. Trans- 
lated from the Middle French bv Alice 
Kemp-Welch, with the original Text, 
and an Introduction by Dr. L. Brandin, 
Woodcut Title and 5 Photogravures. 

4. The Babees' Book. Edited from 
Dr. FURNIVALL'S Texts, witn Notes, bv 
Edith Rickert. Woodcut Title and 6 
Photogravures. 

5. The Book of the Divine Con- 
eolation of Saint Angela da 
Foligno. Transited from the Italian 
by Mary G. Stehgsjanx, with Intro- 
duction by Algak Thorold. Woodcut 
Title and reproductions of Woodcuts. 

6. The Legend of the Holy Fina, 
Virgin of Santo Geminiano. 

Translated from the 14th Century Mx 
of Fra Giovanni di Coppo. bv M. 
Mansfield. Woodcut Title and Photo- 
gravures. 

7. Early English Romances of 
Love. Edited in Modern Engli-h by 
Edith RlCKERT. 6 Photogravures. 

8. Early English Romances of 
Friendship. Edited in M.,dein 
English, with I\ T ote", by Edith Rickert. 
j Photogravures. 



M E L B A : A Biography. By 

Agnes M. Murphy. With Chapters by 
Madame Melba on The Art of Sing- 
ing and on The Selection of Music as 
a PROFESSiON.Por raits.and Illustrations. 
Demv 8vo. cloth, 16*. net. \Prcpnring. 



MERRICK (HOPE). — When a 

Girl's Engaged. Cr. 8vo. cloth. 3s. bd. 

MERRICK (LEONARD), Novels 

by. 

The Elan mho was Good. Crown 

8vo, cl., 3.1. bd. : post 8vo, illust. bds., 21. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.5. bd. each. 
Cynthia. I This Stage of Fools. 



MEYNELL (ALIC E).-The 

Flower of the Mind : a Choice 
among the Best Poems. In iomu, 
c'oth, gilt. 2.9. n t : leather, 3s. net. 



MILLER (Mrs. F. FENWICK). 

— PhysioSog-y for the Young : The 
House Oi Life. lllusts. Post 8vo,cl.,2s.6<i, 



MINIATURE OLD MASTERS 

in Colour, at small prices. A Prospectus 
mav be had. 



MINTO (WM.).— Was She Good 

or Bad? Crown Rvo, cloth, is. 6d. 



MITCHELL (EDM.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.?. bd. each. 
The Lone Star Hush. WithS lllusts. 
Only a Nigger. 
The Belfo rts of C ul ben . 
Crown 8vo, picture cloth, flat backs, 2s. each. 
Plotters of Paris. 
The Temple of Death. 
Towards the Eternal Snows. 



MITFORD (BERTRAM), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth. 35. bd. each. 
Fenshaw Fanning's Quest. 
Triumph of Hilary Blachland. 
Kavilan d's Chum. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.1. bd. each ; picture cloth, 
flat back, is. each. 
The I<uok of Gerard Bidgeley. 
The Kin g's Assegai. With 6 lllusts. 
The Gun-Runner. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3.1. bd.; 

Cheap Edition, medium 8vo., bd. 
HarleyGreenoak's Charge. Crown 
8vo, cloth, bs. 

MOLESWORTH (Mrs.).— 

Hathercourt Rectory. Crown 8vo, 
cloth. 3i. bd.. ; post 8vo. illust. boards. 2s. 



MOLIERE: A Biography, hv 

H. C. Chatfield-Taylor. With Intro- 
duction by Prof. T. F. Craxe, and o 
Illustrations by JOB. Royal 8vo, buck- 
ram, ics. bd. net. 

MONCRIEFF (W7d7SC0TT^)7^ 

The Abdication: A Drama. With 7 
Etchings. Imperial 4to, buckram, 2 if. 



MORROW (W. C.).— Bohemian 

Paris of To-Day . With 106 Illusts.by 
, Edouard Cucuel. Small demy 8va,cl., Q $, 
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MUDDOCK (J. E.), Stories by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. bd. each. 
Basile tlie Jester. 
Young Lochinvar. 
The Golden Idol. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2j. each. 
The Dead Man's Secret. 
From the Bosom of the Deep. 

Stories Weird and Wonderful. 

Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2.1. ; cloth, 2s. 61. 
Maid Marian and Robin Hood. 

With 12 Illustrations by Stanley L 
Wood. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. ; picture 
cloth flat back, 2s. 



MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE), 

Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 

each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
A Ufa's Atonement. 
Joseph's Coat. With 12 Illustrations. 
Coals of Fire. With 3 Illustrations. 
Val Strange. I A Wasted Crime. 
A Capful o' Nails. I Hearts. 
The Way of the World. 
Mount Despair. | A Model Father. 
Old Blazer's Hero. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 
A Bit of Human Nature. 
First Person Singular. 
Bob Martin's Little Girl. 
Time's Revenges. 
Cynic Fortune. | In Direst Peril. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 
This Little World. 
A Race for Millions. 
The Church of Humanity. 
Tales in Prose and Verse. 
Despair's Last Journey. 
Y.C.: A Chronicle of Castle Barfield. 



Verona's Father. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
His Own Ghost. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

?s. 6d. ■ picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 
Joseph's Coat. Popular Edition. 

medium 8vo, bd. 

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) and 

HENRY HERMAN, Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each ; post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
One Traveller Returns. 
The Bishops' Bible. 
PaulJones's Alias. With Illustrations 

by A. Fokestikr and G. NlCOLET. 



MURRAY (HENRY), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. bd. each. 
A Game of Bluff. 
A Song of Sixpence. 



NEWBOLT (HENRY). — Taken 

from the Enemy. Fcp. 8vo, pic.cov..is. 



NISBET (HUME), Books by. 

'Bail Up 1' Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; 

Popular Edition medium Svo, 6d. 
Dr. Bernard St. Vincent, Post Svo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. 



NORDAU (MAX).-Morganatic: 

A Romance. Translated by Elizabeth 
Lee. Crown Svo, cloth, cilt ton fit. 



NORRIS (W. E.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3$. 6a!. each ; post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Saint An n's. | Billy Bellew. 
Miss Wentworth's Idea. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, 3s. bd. 



OUIDA, Novels by. Crown 8vo, 

cloth. 3j. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. ea>'h. 



A Dog of Flanders. 
Cecil Castlemaine's 

Gage. 
Princess Napraxine. 
Held in Bondage. 
Under Two Flags. 
Folle-Farine. 
Two Wooden Shoes. 
A Village Commune. 
In a Winter City. 
Santa Barbara. 
In Maremma. 
Strathmore. 
Pipistrello. 
Two Offenders. 



Tricotrin. 

Ruffino. 

Othmar. 

Frescoes. 

Wanda. 

Ariadne. 

Pascarol. 

Chandos. 

Moths. 

Puck. 

Idalia. 

Bimbi. 

Signa. 

Friendship. 

Guild eroy. 

Crown 8vo, clolh, 3s. bd. each. 

A Rainy June. I Th e M assareocs. 

Popular Editions, medium 8vo, bd. eacn. 

Under Two Flags. Moths. 

Held in Bondage. Fuck. 

Strathmore. Tricotrin. 

The Massarenes. Chandos. 

Friendship. Ariadne. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes. 

Idalia. I Othm ar. 

Syrlin. Crown 8vo, cloth, js. 6d. ; po^t 
Svo, picture cloth, flat back, 2*. ; illus- 
trated boards, 2.;. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes. Large 
Ttpe Edition. Heap. 8vo, cloth, is. net ; 
leather, is, bd. net. 

The Waters of Edera. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. bd. : picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, selected 
from the Works of Ouida by K. Sydney 
Morris. Post 8vo. cloth, 5s.— Cheap 
Edition, illustrated boards, 2s. 

OTjNETTQEORClES), Novels by. 

Doctor Rameau. Post 8vo, illustrated 

boards, 2s. 
A Weird Gift. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. \ 

post Svo, illustrated board-:, 2s. 
A Last Iiove. Post 8vo. illust. bds., 21. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
Love's Depths. 
The Money-maker. 
The Woman of Mystery. 
Crown Svo, cloth, os. each. 
The Path of Glory. 
The Ccnqueress. Translated by F. 

ROTHWF.I.L. 



OLD AQE PENSIONS ACT, The 

Complete Guide to the. By Clement 
Edwards, I\1.P and Krnest Lesser, 
Barristers -at -Law. Crown Svo, it.; 
cloth, is. bd. 
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OLIPHANT (Mrs.), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Primrose Path. 
The Greatest Heiress in England. 

Whiteladies. Crown 8vo, cloth, with 12 

Illustrations, 3s. 6d. ; post Svo, bds., 2s. 
The Sorceress. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



OSBOURNE (LLOYD), Stories 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. td. each. 
Tha Motormaniacs. 

Tnrae Speeds Forward. With 
Illustrations. 



O'SHAUGHNESSY (ARTHUR), 
Poems by. 
Music St Moonlight. Fcp. Svo. cL, 7s. 6d. 
JJays of France. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 10s. 6d. 



PAIN (BARRY).— Eliza's Hus- 

band. Fcap., Svo, is. ; cloth, u. td. 



PALMER (W. T.), Books by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, with Frontis., 6s. each. 
Jjako Country Rambles. 
In LakolancUSells and Fells. 



PANDURANQ HARI; or, 

Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Preface 
by Sir Bartle Freke. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. 



PARADISE' (The) or Garden of 

the Holy Fathers : Histories of the 
Anchorites, Keel uses, Ccenobites, Monks, 
and Ascetic Fathers of the Deserts of 
Egypt, between about A.D 250 and 400. 
Compiled by Athanasies, Palladius, 
St. Jerome, and others. Translated 
from the Syriac, with an Intro- 
duction, by E. A. Wallis Budge, Litt.D. 
With 2 Frontispieces. 2 vols, large crown 
8vo, buckram, 15.?. net. 



PARIS SALON, The Illustrated 

Catalogue of the. With about 300 illus- 
trations. Published annually. Dy8vo, 3s. 



PAYN (JAMES), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.9. 6,/. each ; post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2.5. each. 
JJost Sir Massing'oerd. 
The Clyffards of Glyffa. 
A County Family. 
Xiesn Black than We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 1 For Cash Only 

High Spirits. | Sanity Stories, 
A Confidential Agent. 
A Grape from a Thorn. 12 Illusts 
The Family Scapegrace. 
Holiday Tasks, j At Her Mercy. 
The Talk of the Town. 12 Illusts. 
The Mystery of Mirbridge. 
The Word and tha Will. 
The Burnt Million. 
A Trying Patient. 
Gwendoline's Harvest* 



PAYN (JAMBS)-««ri»«rf. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Humorous Stories. | From Exila 
The Foster Brothers. 
Married Beneath Him. 
Bentinck's Tutor. 
W alter's Word. ! Fallen Fortunes, 
A Perfect Treasure. 
Like Father, bike Son. 
A Woman's Vengeance. 
Carlyon's Year. | Cecil's Tryst. 
Murphy's Master. 
Some Private Views. 
Found Dead. { Mirk Abbey, 

A Marine Residence. 
The Canon's Ward. 
Not Wooed, But Won. 
Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 
The Best of Husbands. 
Halves. | What Ha Cost Her. 
Kit : A Memory. | Under One Boot. 
Glow-Worm Tales. 
A Prince of the Blood. 



A Modern Dick Whittington. 

Crown Svo, cloth, with Portrait of Author, 

3s. td.; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 
The Burnt Million. Cheap Edition, 

post Svo, cloth, is. net. 
Notes from the ' Hews.' Crown Svo, 

cloth, is. td. 



Popular Editions, medium 8vo, td. each. 
IJost Sir Massingberd. 
Walter's Word. 
By Proxy. 



PAYNE (WILL). — Jerry the 

Dreamer. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. td. 



PAUL (MARGARET A.).— Gentle 

and Simple. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. td. ; 
post Svo. illustrated boards, 2s. 



PENNELL - ELMHIRST (Cap- 
tain E.).— The Best of the Fun. 

With 8 Coloured Illustrations and 48 
others. Medium Svo, cloth, 6s. net. 



PENNY (F. E.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6.s. each. 
The Sanyasi. I Dilys. 
Caste andCreed. | TheTea-Planter. 
The Inevitable &aw. 
Bark Corners. 



PERRIN (ALICE), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 

The "Waters of Destruction, 

Bed Records. 



Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. td. each. 
A Free Solitude. I Blast of Suez. 



Tha Stronger Claim. Crown 8vo, 

Cloth, ss. td. ; POPULAR EDITION, 
medium 8vo, td. 



PHELPS (E. S.).— Jack the 

Fisherman. Illustrated by C. W. 
Reed. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. td. 



PHIL MAY'S Sketch-Book : 54 

Cartoons. Crown folio, cloth, 2j. td. 



Ill ST. MARTIN'S, LANE, LONDON, W.C. 



23 



PHIPSON (Dr. T. L.). -Famous 
Violinists and Fine Violins. Crown 

Svo, cloth, Si. 



PHOTO- RELIEFS: Plaques re- 
producing Delia Robbiiis, and other 
subjects. See Sp ecial Prospectus, 



PILKINGTON (L. L.).— Malleu- 

der's Mistake. Crown 8vo, cloth, (is. 



PLANCHE (J. R.).— Songs and 

Poems. Edited by Mrs. Mackarness. 
Crown Svo, c'oth, 6s. 



PLAYS OP OUR FORE- 
FATHERS, and soma of the Tradi- 
tions upon which they were Sonaded. 

By C. M. Gayley, LL.D. With numerous 
illustrations, Royal Svo, cloth, 12s. 6d. net. 



PLUTARCH'S Lives of Illus- 
trious Men. With Life of Plutarch 
by ]. and W. La.nghorne, and Por- 
traits. Two Vols,, Svo, half-cloth, ios.6d. 

POE'S (EDGAR ALLAN) Choice 
Works : Poems, 4t«rles, Essays. 

With an Introduction by Charles 
Baudelaire. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



POLLOCK (W.H.).— The Charm, 

and Other Drawing- Room Plays. 

By Sir Walter Besant and Walter 
H. Pollock. With 50 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



POTTS (HENRY). — His Final 

Flutter. Crown 8V0, cloth, 6.5. 



PRAED (Mrs. CAMPBELL), 

Novels by. Post Svo, iilus. boards, 2s. ca. 
Tha Romance of a Station. 
The Soul of Countesa Adrian. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each ; post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Outlaw and Lawmaker. 
Christina Chard. 
Mrs. Treg askiss. With 8 Illustrations, 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each. , 

Nulma. I Madame Izan. 
« As a Watch In the Night.' 
The Lost Earl of Elia n. 

Christina Chard. Cheap Edition. 
post 8vo. cloth, is. net. 



PRICE (E. C). — Valenlina. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



PROCTOR (RICHARD A.), 

Works by. Crown 8vo,cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 
Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps 

for every Night in the Year. 
Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Illusts. 
Familiar Science Studies. 
Mysteries of Time and Space. 
ache Universe of Suns. 

Saturn and its System. With 13 
Steel Plates. Demy Svo, cloth, 6s. 

Wages and Wants of Science 
Workers. Crown Svo, is. (U. 



PRYCE (RICHARD). -Miss 

Maxwell's Affections. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 31. id. ; post Svo, illust. boards, .20. 



RAPPOPORT (A. S., M.A.).— 

The Curse 0} the Romanovs : A Study 
of the Reigns of Tsars Paul I. and 
Alexander I. of Russia, 1706-1825. With 
23 Illustrations. Demy Svo, cloth, l6j. net. 



READE'S (CHARLES) Novels. 

Collected Library Edition, in Seventeen 
Volumes, crown Svo, cloth, $s. 6d each. 

Peg Wofflngton; and Christie 
Johnstone. 

Hard Cash. 

The Gloistar and tha Hearth. 
With a Preface by Sir Walter Besant. 

' St is Sever Too Late to Mend.' 

Tha Course of True Love Never 
Bid Run Smooth ; and Single- 
heart and Doublefaes. 

The Autobiography of a Thief: 
Jack of all Trades ; & Hero and 
a Martyr; The Wandering Heir. 

Love Me Little, Lova Me Long. 

The Double Marriage. 

Griffith Gaunt. 

Foul Play. 

Put Yourself in His Flaca. 

A Terrible Temptation. 

A Simpleton. 

A Woman-Hater. 

The Jilt: and Good Stories of Man 
and other Animals. 

A Perilous Secret. 

Keadiana; and Bible Characters. 



Also in Twenty-one Volumes, post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. each. 

Peg WofHngton. | A Simpleton. 
Christie Johnstone. 
'It is Never Too Late to Mend.' 
The Course of True Love Never 

Bid Run Smooth. 
Autobiography of a Thief; Jack 

of all Trades; James Lambert. 
Love Me Little, Lose Me Long. 
The Double Marriage. 
The Cloister and tha Hearth. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
Hard Cash. I Beadiana. 
Foul Play. I Griffith Gaunt. 
Put Yourself in His Place. 
The Wandering Heir. 
A Woman -Hater. 
Singleheart and Soubleface. 
Good Stories of Man, &c. 
Th© Jilt ; and other Stones. 
A Perilous Secret. 



Large Type, Fine Paper Editions. 
Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net each ; leather, 
gilt edges, 3.S. net each. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. With 

32 Illustrations by M. B. Hkwekikkb. 
■It is Never Too Late to Mend.' 
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READE (CHARLES)-»n.'i'/««;. 
Popular Editions, medium Svo, 6d. each. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
' It is Never Too Late to Mend.' 
Foul Play. | Hard Cash. 
Peg Womngton; and Christie 

Johnstone. 
Griffith Gaunt. 
Put Yourself in His Place. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
A Perilous Secret. 



The Wandering Heir. Large Typf 
Edition, Icap.Svo, cloth, is. net ; leather, 
I j. bd. net. 

Bible Characters. Fcap. 8vo, u. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 
With lb Photogravure and 84 half-tone 
Illustraiions by Matt B. Hewerdine. 
Small 4tn, cloth, 6s. net. Also in prepara- 
tion, a New Edition, with 20 lllustra 
t'Ons in 4 Colours and 10 in Black and 
While by Byam Shaw, R.I. Demv 8vo, 
cloth, 10s. 6d. net ; LARGE PAPER 
Edition, parchment, 21s. net. 



RICHARDSON (FRANK), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth. 3s. bd. each. 
The Man who Lost his Past. With 

50 Illustration's bv Tom Browne, R.I. 
The Bayswater Miracle. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, bs. each. 
The King's Counsel. 
Semi-Sociecy. 
There and Back. 



RIDDELL (Mrs.), Novels by. 

A Rich Man's Daughter. Crown 
Svo, cloth. 35. 6d. 

Weird Stories. Crown 8vo, cloth- 
Si. bd. ; post Svo, picture boards, 25. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Uninhabited House. 
Prince of Wales's Garden Party. 
The Mystery in Palace Gardens. 
Fairy Water. | Idle Tales. 
Her Mother's Darling. 



RIVES (AMELIE), Stories by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. bd. each. 
Barbara Dering. 
Meriel : A Love Story. 



ROBINSON (F. W.l, Novels by. 

Women are Strange. Post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 2.?. 
The Hands of Justice. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, 3s. bd. ; post Svo, illust. bds., 2s. 
The Woman in the Dark. Crown 

8vo. cloth, 3s. bd. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 25. 



POLFE (FR.), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Hadrian the Seventh. 
Don Tarquinio. 



ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY, 

THE: A List of Principal Warriors who 
came from Normandy with William the 
Conqueror, 1066. In Gold and Colours, 5s. 



ROSENGARTEN(A.).— A Hand- 
book of Architectural Styles. Trans- 
lated by W. Collett-Sandars. With 
630 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 7$. bd. 



ROSS (ALBERT).— A Sugar 

Princess. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 



ROWS E LL (MARY C.).- 
Monsieur de Paris. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. bd. 



RUSSELL (W. CLARK), Novels 

' by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. each ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; 

cloth, 2s. 6d. each. 
Round the Galley- Fire. 
In the Middle Watch. 
On the Fo'k'sle Head. 
A Voyage to the Cape. 
A Book for the Hammock; 
The Mystery of the ' Ocean Star.' 
The Romance of Jenny Harlowe. 
The Tale of the Ten. 
An Ocean Tragedy. 
My Shipmate Louise. 
Alone on a Wide Wide Sea. 
The Good Ship ' Mohock.' 
The Phantom Death. 
Is He the Man? | Heart of Oak. 
The Convict Ship. 
The Last Entry. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. bd. each. 
A Tale of Two Tunnels. 
The Death Ship. 

The « Pretty Polly.' With 12 Illustra- 
tions by G. E. Robertson. 
Overdue. | Wrong Side Out. 

The Convict Ship. Popular Edition, 
medium 8vo, bd. 



RUSSELL (HERBERT).— True 

Blue. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



RUSSELL (DORA), Novels by. 
A Country Sweetheart, Crown 8vo, 

picture cloth. Hat back, 2s. 
The Drift of Fate. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

3J. bd. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 



RUSSELL (Rev. JOHN) and his 

Out-of-door Life. By E. W. L. 

Davies. With Illustrations coloured by 
hand. Royal Svo, cloth, lbs. net. 



RUNCIMAN (J AS.), Stories by. 
Schools and Scholars. Post svo, 

cloth, 2 v. bd. 
Skippers and Shellbacks. Crown 

Svo, cloth, 3i. bd. 
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RUSSIAN BASTILLE, THE 

(The Fortress of Schluesselburg). By T. 
P. YOUVATSHEV. Translated by A. S. 
Rappoport, M.A., author of ' The Curse 
of the Romanovs.' With numeioiis Illus- 
trations. Demy 8vo, cloth. 7s. bd. net. 



SAINT AUBYN (ALAN), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. bd. each ; post 
8vo. illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

A Fellow of Trinity. With a Note 
by Oliver Wendell Holmes. 

The Junior Dean. 

Orchard Damerel. 

The Master of St. Benedict's. 

In the Face of the World. 

To His Own Master. 

The Tremlett Diamonds. 



Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 
The Wooing of May. 
Fortune's Gate. 
A Tragic Honeymoon, 
Gallantry Bower. 
A Proctor's Wooing. 
Bonnie Maggie Lauder, 
Mrs. Dunbar's Secret. 
Mary Unwin. With 8 Illustrations. 



SAINT JOHN (BAYLE). — A 

Levantine Family. Cr. 8vo. cl„ 3.5. bd. 



SALA (Q. A.).— Gaslight and 

Daylight. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2.\. 



SALMON (A. LX— Literary 
Rambles in the West of England. 

With a Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo, cl.. 6i-.net. 



SCOTLAND YARD, Past& Preseni 

By Ex-Chief-Inspector Cavanagh. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards. 2s. ; cloth, 2s. ^d. 



SECRET OUT SERIES (The). 

Crown 8vo, cloth, with numerous 
Illustrations, us. 6d. each. 

The Secret Out : One Thousand Tricks 
with Drawing-room or White Magic. 
By W. H. CREMElt. With 300 En- 
gravings. 

The Art of Amusing: A Collection of 
Graceful Arts, Games, Tricks, Puzz'es, 
and Charades. By FKANIi Bellew. 
With 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky : Very Easy Trick=, Very 
Difficult Tricks, White Magic. Sleight of 
Hand. Edited by W. H. Ckemer. With 
200 Illustrations. 

The Magician's Own Book: Per 

formances with Cups and Bnlis, Egqs. 
Hals. Handkerchiefs, &c. Edited bj 
W. H. Cremkr. With 200 Illustrations. 



The Complete Art of Firework- 
Making: or, The Pyrotechnists 
Treasury. By Thomas Kentish. With 
267 Illustrations. 31. 6d. 



SERQEANT(ADELINE), Novels 

- by. Crown 8vo. cloth. 3,!. bd. each. 
Under False Pretences. 
Dr. Endicott's Experiment. 

The Missing Elizabeth. Crown 8vo, 
cloth. 6s. 



ST. MARTIN'S LIBRARY (The). 

In pocket size, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net per 
Vol. ; leather, gilt edges, 3j. net per Vol. 
By Sir Walter B%:sant. 

London, | Westminster. 

Jerusalem. (In collaboration with Pr> f. 
E. H. Palmer.) 

All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 

Sir Richard Whittington, 

Gaspard de Coltgny. 

By ROBFRT BUCHANAN. 

The Shadow of the Sword. 

By HALL Caine. 
The Deemster. 

By Wilkie Collins. 
The Woman in White. 
By Daniel Defoe. 
Robinson Crusoe. With 37 Illus- 
trations by G. Cruikshank. 

By Charles Dickens. 
Speeches. With Portrait. 

By Austin Doeson. 
Eighteenth Century Vignettes. 
Three Series, each Illustrated. 
By Thomas Hariiy. 
Under the Green-wood Tree. 

By Bret Harte. 
Condensed Novels. 

By Oliver Wendell Holmes. 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table. Illustrated by J. U Thomson. 
Compiled bv A. M. Hyatt. 
The rharm of Lor '! oil : A" V'-.thology. 
The Charm of Edinbu gh. 
The Charm of Yenica. 

Bv RICKIRU Ii'FEKRIES. 

The Life of the Fields. 

The Open Air. 
Nature near London. 

By Charles Lamb. 
The Essays of Elia. 

By Lord Macaulay. 
History of England, in 5 Volumes. 

By Justin McCarthy. 
The Reign of Quean Anne, in 1 Vol. 
A History of the Four Georges 

and of WilSiam IY., in 2 Vms. 
A History of Our Oivn Times from 
Accession of Q. Victoria to 1897, iti3Vols. 
By George M-icDonaid. 
Works of Fancy and I magin a ion 
in 10 Vols. i6mo. (For List, see p. ly.) 
By W. H. Matlock. 
The New Republic. 

By Charles Reade. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. With 

^2 Illustrations bv M. H. Hewekwxe. 
'It is Never Too trcte to Mend.' 
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ST. MARTIN'S LIBRARY— continued, * 
By Robert Louis Stevenson. 
An Inland Voyage. 
Travels with a Donkey. 
Memories and Portraits, 
Yirginibus Puerisqxie. 
Men and Books. 
Hew Arabian Mights. 
Acroas the Plains. 
The Merry Men. 
Prince Otto. 
In the Sojjrth Saas. 
Collected TPoems. 

By H. A. Taixe. 
History of English literature, in 
4 Vols. With 32 Portraits. 
By Mark Twain.— Sketches. 
By Walton and Cotton. 
The Complete Angler. 



SEYMOUR (CYRIL), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The Magic of To-B5orrow. 
Comet Chaos. 

SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY 
(The). Part.*. 

THE QI.Q-SPKLI.rRG 
SHAKESPEARE. 
In Forty Volumes, demy 8vo, cloth 
as. bd. net per vol. ; or Library Edition 
(to be subscribed for only in sets), par 
ia« paper, half-parchment, 5$. net per 
vol. To be issued at short intervals. 

The Works of William Shakespeare 
with the spelling of the Quarto or the 
Folio as the basis of the Text, and all 
changes marked in heavy. type. Edited, 
withbrief Introductions and Notes, by F. 
J. Furxivall, M.A., D.Litt., and F. W. 
Clarke, M.A. A list of the volumes 
already published may be had. 
Part II. 

THE SHAKESPEARE CLASSICS, 
Small crown Svo, quarter-bound antique 
grey boards, zs. bd. net per vol. ; whole 
gold-brown velvet persian, 45. net 
per vol. ; also 500 special sets on larger 
paper, half parchment, gilt tops (to be 
subscribed for only in sets), 5s. net. per 
vol. Each volume with Frontispiece. 

1. Lodge's ' Rosalynde ' : the 

original of Shakespeare's ' As 
You Like It." Edited by W. W. 
Greg, M.A. 

2. Greene's ' Pandosto,' or ' JDoras- 
tus and Fawnia': the original 
of Shakespeare's ' Winter's 
Sale.' Edited by P. G. Thomas. 

3. Brooke's Poem of'Bomens and 
Juliet' : the original of Shake- 
speare's 'Romeo and Juliet.' 
Edited by P. A. Daniel. Modernised 
and re-edited by J. J. Munro. 

4. 'The Troufoleaoma Reign of 

King John': the Play rewritten 
by Snakespeare as 'King John.' 
Edited by F. J. FURN1VALL, D.Litt. 



IHAKESPEARE LIBRARY-««/. 

The Shakespeare Classics — continued. 

5,6. 'The History of Hamlet': 
With other Documents illustrative of 
the sources of ShaUspea're's Play, and an 
Introductory Study of the Legend OF 
Hamlet by Prof. I. Gollancz. 

7. ' The Play of King Leir and His 
Three Daughters ' : the old play 
on the subjeot of King Lear, 
Edited by Sidney Lee, D.Litt. 

8. 'The Taming of a Shrew': 
Being the old play used by Shakespeare 
in 'The Taming of the Shrew.' Edited 
bv Professor F. S. BOAS, M.A. 

9. The Sources and Analogues of 
' A Midsummer Night's Dream.' 
Edited by FRANK SlDGWICK. 

10. 'The Famous Victories of 
Henry V.' 

11. ' The StenEBchmi ' : the original 
of Shakespeare's 'Comedy of 
Errors.' Latin text, with the Eliza- 
bethan Translation. Edited by W. H. D. 
ROUSE, Litt.D. 

12. 'Promos and Cassandra': 
the source of 'Measure for 
Measure.' Edited by H. C, Hart. 

' Apolonius and Silla ' : the 
source of ' Twelfth Night.' Edited by 
Morton Luce. 

1 The First Part of the Conten- 
tion betwixt the two famous 
Houses of York and Lancas- 
ter,' and ' The True Tragedy of 
Richard, Duke of York ' : the 
originals of the second and third parts of 
• King Henry VI.' Edited by H. C. HART. 
15. The Sources of ' The Tempest.' 
* A The Sources of ' Cymbelme.' 
Ths Sources and Analogues 
of ' The Merchant of Venice." 

Edited by Professor I. GOLLANCZ. 
Romantic Tales : the sources of 
' The Two Gentlemen of Verona,' ' Merry 
Wives,' 'Much Ado about Nothing,' 
' All's Well that Ends Well.', 
19,20 Shakespeare's Plutarch : the 
sources of ' Julius Ca:5ar,' 'Antony and 
Cleopatra,' ' Geriolanus,' and 'Tirnon.' 
Edited b y C. F. Tucker B rooke, M.A. 

PART III. 

THE LAMB SHAKESPEARE 
FOR YOUNG PEOPLE. 

With Illustrations and Music. Based on 
M ary and Charles Lame's Tales from 
Shakespeare, an attempt being made 
by Prof essor I. GOLLANCZ to insert within 
the setting of prose those scenes and 
passages from the Plays with which the 
young reader should early become ac- 
quainted. The Music arranged by T. 
Maskell Hardy. Imperial iomo, cloth, 
is. bd. net per vol. ; leather, zs. (id. net per 
vol. ; Special School Edition, linen, Sd. 
net per vol. 
I. The Tempest. 

II. As You Like It. 
III. A Midsummer Night's Dream, 

IV. The Merchant of Venice. 
V. The Winter's Tale. 

VI. Twelfth Night;, 



13- 



M- 



16. 
17. 

18. 



ili""St."-TBBWCT««» , LANE, LONDON, W.C. 



27 



SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY— cant. 
The Lamb Miakespeare— continued. 
VI!. Cymhelina. 
VIII. Romeo and Juliet. 
IX. Macbeth. 

X. Much Ado About Nothing. 
XI. A Life of Shakespeare for the 
Young. 

XII, An Evening with Shake- 
speare : 10 Dramatic Tableaux for 
Young People, with Music by T. 
Maskell Hardy, and illustrations. 
Cloth, 2s. net ; leather, 3s. (id, net ; 
linen, is. 6d. net. 

Part IV. 
SHAKESPEARE'S ENGLAND. 

A series of volumes illustrative of the life, 
thought, and letters of England in the time 
of Shakespeare. The first volumes are — 

Robert Laneham'e Latter,describing 
part of the Entertainment given to 
Queen Elizabeth at K«niiworth Castle in 
1575. With Introduction by Dr. FURNI- 
vall, and Illustrations. Demy 8vo, 
cloth, 5j. net. 

The Rogues and Vagabonds of 
Shakespeare's Youth : reprints of 
Avvdeley's ' Fraternitye of Vacabondes,' 
Harman's 'Caveat f or ComrnonCursetors,' 
Parson Haben'sor Hyberdyne's ' Sermon 
in Praise of Thieves and Thievery,' &c. 
With many woodcuts. Edited, with In- 
troduction, by Edward Vilks and Dr. 
Furnivall. Dtmy 8vo, cloth, 5s. net. 

Shakespeare's Holinshed : a reprint 
of all the passages in HoMnshed's 
' Chronicle ' of which use was made in 
Shakespear'e'3 Historical Plays, with 
Notes. Edited by W. G. BOSWELL 
Stone. Royal 8vo, cloth, 10s. 6d. net. 

The Book of Elizabethan Versa. 
Edited, with Notes, bv William. 
Stanley Braithwaite. With Frontis- 
piece and Vignette. Small crown Svo, 
elolh, 6.v.net ; vellum gilt, 12.5. 6rf.net. 

The Shakespeare Allusion Book. 
Reprints of all references to Shakespeare 
and hisWorks before the close of the 17th 
century, collected by Dr. INGLIBY, Miss 
L. Toulmin Smith, Dr. Furnivall, and 
J. f. MUNRO. Two vols., roy. Svo. 

Harrison's Description of Eng- 
land. Part IV. Uniform with Parts 
1.-1II. as issued by the New Shakspere 
Society. Edited bv Dr. Furnivall. 
With addition:; by Mrs. C. C. STOPES. 
(250 copies onh\) 17.?. 6d. net. 

A Study of Shakespeare. By A. C. 

Swinburne. Crown 8vo, cloth, lis. 

The Age of Shakespeare. By A. C. 
Swinburne. Crown Svo, buckram, 6s. 
net. 

Shakespeare the Boy: The Home 
and School Life, Games and Sports, 
Manners, Customs, and Folk-lore of the 
Time. By W. J. Rolee. With 42 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3.9. (id. 

Shakespeare's Sweetheart : a 
Homance. By Sarah H. stickling. 
With 6 Coloured Illustrations by C. E. 
Pegu. Square Svo, cloth, 65, 



SHARP (WILLIAM).— Children 

of To-morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. bd. 



SHERIDAN'S (RICHARD 
BRINSLEY) Complete Works. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.?. 6rf. 

Sheridan's Comedies : The Rivals 
and The School for Scandal. 

Edited by Brander Matthews. With 
Illustrations. Demv Svo. buckram, 12'. fid. 



SHIEL (M. P.), Novels by. 

The Purple Cloud. Cr.Svo.cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Unto the Third Generation. Cr. Svo, 

cloth, 6s. 



SIGNBOARDS: Their History, in- 
cluding Famous Taverns and Remarkable 
Characters. By Jacob Larwood and J. 
C. Hotten. With9S Illustrations. Crown 
Svo. cloth. 3s. td. 



SIMS (QEORGE R.), Books by. 

For Life— and After. C r. 8vo. cl., 6s. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth 
limp, 25. 6d. each. 
The Ring o' Bells. 
Tinkletop's Cx'ime. 1 Zeph. 
Dramas of Life. With 60 Illustrations. 
My Two Wives. | Tales of To-day. 
Memoirs of a Landlady. 
Scenes from the Show. 
The Ten Commandments. 



Crown Svo, picture cover, is. each ; cloth, 
is. (id. each. 
The Dagcnet Reciter and Header. 
The Case of George Candlemas. 
Ztagonet Ditties, j Life We lave. 
Young Mrs. Caudle. 
Li Ting of London. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.V. 6d. each ; post 8vo, 
picture boards, 2s. each ; cloth, a. (id. each. 
Mary Jane's, Memolva. 
Mary Jane Married, 
©agonet fibroad. 
Roguea and Vagab onds. 

Crown Svo, cloth, ;-«. (id. each. 
Once upon a Christmas Time. 
With 8 Illustrations bv Chas. Green, 14.1. 
In London's Heart. 
A Blind Marriage. 
Without the Limelight. 
The ©mall-part Lady. 
Bicgraphs of Babylon. 
Hia Wife's Revenge. 
The Myst ery of Mar y Jl.nne. 
Picture cloth, Hat back, 2.1. each. 
Hogxies and Vagabonds, 
In Londo n's Heapt. 
Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6d. each. 
Mary Jane's Memoirs. 
Rogues a nd Va g abond s. 
How the Poor Live; and Horrible 

London. Crown 8vo, leatherette, is. 
XJagonet gra mas. C rown 8vo, is. 

Crown 8vo, cloth 6s. each. 
For Lifa-and After. 
Joyce Pleasantry. With a Front.li- 
piece by HUGH THOMSON, 
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SHELLEY'S Complete WORKS 

in Verse and Prose. Edited by R. 
Herne Shepherd. Five Vo'.s., crown 
8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
Poetical Works, in Three Vols. : 

Vol. I. 'Margaret Nicholson ; Shelley's 
Correspondence with Stockdale ; Wandering 
Jew ; Queen Mab ; Alastor ; Rosalind arm 
Helen ; Prometheus Unbound ; Adonais. 

Vol. II. Laon and Cythna : The Cenci; 
Julian and Maddalo ; Swellioot the Tyrant ; 
The Witch of Atlas ; Epipsychidion ; Hellas. 

Vol. III. Posthumous Poems; The 
Masque of Anarchy ; and other Pieces. 
Prose 'Works, in Two Vols. : 

Vol. I. Zastrozzi ; St. Irvyne ; Dublin and 
Marlow Pamphlets ; Refutation of Deism : 
Lettersto Leigh Hunt ; Minor Writings. 

Vol. II. Essays; Letters from Abroad; 
Translations and Fragments ; a Biography 



SHERARD (R. H.).— Rogues. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, I.e. 6<i. 



SHERWOOD (MARGARET).— 

DAPHNE: a Pastoral. With Coloured 
Krnntisp tee. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



SISTER DORA. By M. Lonsdale. 

Demv 8vo, $d. : cloth. 6d. 



SLANU DICTIONARY (The): His- 

toricai and Anecdotal. Cr. 8vo, cl., 6s. 6,1. 



SMEDLEY (CONSTANCE) . — 
The June Princess. Crown 8vo, 

c!o'h 6s. [Shortly. 



SMITH (J. MOYR), Books by. 
The Prince of Argolis. With 130 

Illustrations. Post 8vo. cloth. 3s. fid. 
The Wooing of the Water Witch. 

With Illustrations. Post 8vo. cloth, 6s. 



SOCIETY IN LONDON. 

8vo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 



Crown 



SOMERSET (Lord HENRY).- 

Songs of Adieu. 4to, Jap. vellum, 6;. 

S~OWERBY I'M. and" G7), 
Children's Books by. 

Bumble toes: their Adventures with 
Belinda and the Buttonsboy, pictnred 
in 12 Coloured Scenes and 18 other 
Illustrations by MlLLICENT Sowerby. 
With Ve' ses by Githa Sowerby. Small 
crown 8vo, decorated boards, is. 6d. net. 

Childhood: Twelve Days from our Youth. 
Pictured in Colours by MlLLICENT 
SOWERBY and written in Verse by GlTHA 
Sowerby. Crown 4to, cloth, 35. 6d. net 

Yesterday's Children. "With 12 
Illustrations in Colour and mny in Line 
by Millicent Sowerby ; and Verses 
by Githa Sowerby. Crown 4to, cloth, 
3s. fid. nf t. 



SPENSER for Children. ByM.H. 

Towry. With Coloured Illustrations by 
W. f. Morgan. Crown 410, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



SPETT1GUE (H. 
Heritage of Eve. 



H.). - The 

Cr. 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



SPEIGHT (E. E.).— The Galleon 

Of Torbay. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



SPEIGHT (T. W.), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke; 
By Devious Ways. 
Hoodwinked; & Sandy croft Mys- 
tery. I The Golden Hoop. 
Back to Life. I Quittance in Pull. 
The Loudwater Tragedy. 
Burgo's Romance. 
A Husba nd li-om the Sea. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d. each. 
Her Ladyship. | The Grey Monk: 
The Master of Trenance. 
The Secret of Wyvern Towers. 
Doom of Siva. | As it was Written 
The Web of Fate. 
Experien ces of Mr. Ve rschoyle. 

Stepping Blindfold: Cr.8vo, cloth, 6s. 
Wife or No Wife. Post 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. 



SP1ELMANN (MRS. M. H.).— 

Margery Redford and her Friends. 

With numerous Illustrations by GORDON 
Browne. Large crown 8vo, c'oth, 5s net. 



SPRIGGE (S. SQUIRE). —An 

Industrious Chevalier. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 



STAFFORD (JOHN), Novels by. 
Doris and I. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 
Carlton Priors. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



STANLEY (WINIFRED). — A 

Flash of the Will. Cr.8vo, cloth. 6s. 



STARRY HEAVENS Poetical 

Birthday Book. Pott 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 



STEDMAN (E. C.).— Victorian 

Poets. Crown 8vo. cioth. Qs. 



STEPHENS (R1CCAKDO).— The 

Cruciform Mark. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. 



STEPHENS (R. 

Phili p W inwood. 

STEPNIAK (S.).- 
of a New Reign : 

Russia. Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s. 



NEILSON).— 

Cr. 8vo. cl., 3s. 6d. 

-At the Dawn 

a Study of Modern 



STERNDALE (R. ARMITAGE). 
—The Afghan Knife. PostSvo.cloih, 
3s. 6d. : illustrated boards. 2s. 



STERNE (LAURENCE).— 

A Sentimental Journey. With 89 
Illustrations by T H. Robinson, and 
a Photogravure Portrait. Crown 8vo, 
cloth gilt, 3 J. 6d. 



STEVENSON (BURTON E.).— 

Affairs of State. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

3*. 6d. 

STOCKTON (FRANK R.).-The 

Young Master of Hyson Mall. With 
36 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 



STODDARD (C. W.), Books by. 

Post 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. net each. 
South- Sea Idyls: Summer Cruising. 
The Island of Tranquil Delighta, 
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5TEVENS0N (R. LOUIS), 

Works by. Cr. 8vo, buckram, 6s. each. 

Travels with a Donkey. With a 
Frontispiece by Walter Crane. 

An Inland Voyage. With a Frontis- 
piece by Walter Crane. 

Familiar Studies of Men & Books. 

The Silverado Squatters. 

The Merry Men. 

Underwoods : Poems. 

Memories and Portraits. 

Yirginibus Puerisque. 

Ballads. | Prince Otto. 

Across the Plains. 

■Weir of Hermiston. 

In the South Seas. 

Mssays of Travel. 

Tales and Fantasies. 

Essays in the Art of Writing. 

A Lowden Sabbath Morn. Illus- 
trated by A. S. Boyd. 

Songs of Travel. Cr. 8vo, buckram, 5^. 
New Arabian Nights. Crown 8vo, 

buckiam, 6s. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 25.; 

Popular Edition, medium 8vo, td. 

I-artfe crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. net each ; 

parchment, 10s. td. net each ; LARGE PAPER 

Ei ition. parchment 21s. net each. 

An Inland Voyage. With 12 Illus- 

traiions in Colour, 12 in Black and White. 

and other Decorations, by NOKL Rooke. 

Travels with a Donkey in the 

Cevennes. With 12 Illustrations in 

Colour, 12 in Black and White, and 

other Decorations, by NOEL RoOKE. 

A Child's Garden of Versos. With 
12 Illustrations in Colour and numerous 
Black and White Drawings by MlLLI 
cent Sowerby. Large crown Svo, cloth. 
5*. net ; Large Paper Edition, parch, 
nient, 10s. td. net. 



Post 8vo halt-cloth, is. net each ; leather, 

2s. net each. 
Prayers 'Written at Vailima. 
A Christmas Sermon. 



The Suicide Club; andTheBajah's 
Diamond. (From New Arabian 
NlGH'iS.) With 8 Illustrations by W. J. 
Hennessy. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

The Stevenson Reader. Edited by 
Lloyd Osbourne. Post Svo, cloth, 
2s. bd. ; buckram, gilt top. 3s. td. 

The Pocket R.L.S.: Favourite Pas- 
sages. i6mo. cl., 2j.net ; leather, 3s. net. 

Large Type, Fine Paper Editions. 
Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net each ; 
leather, rrilt edges, 3s. net each. 
An Inland Voyage. 
Travels with a Conkey. 
Virginibus Puerisque. 
Familiar Studies of Men & Books. 
New Arabian Nights. 
Memories and Portrait*. 
Across the Plains. 
The Merry Men. 
Prince Otto. 
In the South Sean. 
Collected Poama ofK. L. S. 



STEVENSON (R. L.OUlS)-centiaued. 

R. Li. Stevenson : A Study. By H. B. 
Baildon. With 2 Portraits. Crown 
8vo, buckram, 6s. 

Recollections of R. &. Stevenson 
in the Pacific. By Arthur John- 
stone. With Portrait and Facsimile 
Letter. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. net. 



STRAUS (RALPH), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, doth, 6s. each. 
The Man Apart. 
The Little God's Drum. 



5TKUTT (JOSEPH). — The 
Sports and Pastimes of the People 
oi England. With 140 Illustrations. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



STUART (H. LONGAN.)— 

Weeping Cross. Crow n Svo. cloth, 6s. 

SULTAN (THE) AND HIS SUB^ 

JECTS. By Richard Davey. With 
Portrait. Demy 8vo. cloth, 75. td net. 



SUNDOWNER, Stories by. 

Told by the Taffrail. Cr. 8vo, 35. 6d. 
The Tale of the Serpent. Crown 
8vo, cloth. Mat back. 2a\ 



SURTEES (ROBERT). — 

Handler Cross; or, Mr, Jorrocks'a 

Hunt. With 79 Illusts. by John Leech. 
Post Svo, picture cover, is. ; doth, 2s. 

SUTRO (ALFRED). — The 

Foolish Virgins; Fcp. 8vo is.;c\..is.6il. 



SWEET (ALEX. E.) and J. 

ARMOY KNOX.— On a Mexican 
Mustang Through Texas, from the 
Gulf to the Rio Grande. Willi 265 Illus- 
trations. Demy 8vo. cloth, 3s. til. 



SWIFT'S (Dean) Choice Works, 

in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, Por- 
trait, and Facsimiles. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. td. 
Jonathan Swift : A Study. By J. 
Churton Collins. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. td. 



SWINBURNE'S (ALGERNON 

CHARLES) Works. 

Mr. Sw inburne's Collected Poems, 
In 6 Vols., crown 8vo, 36s. net ihe set. 

Mr. Swinburne's Collected Tra- 
gedies. In 5V0IS., cr.Hvo, 30s net the set. 

Selections from Mr. Swinburne's 
Works . Fcap. 8vo, 6 s. 

The Queen- Mother ; and Rosa- 
mond. Crown 8vo, ys. td. net. 

Atalanta in Calydon. Crown 8vo,oi. 

Chastelard: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, is. 

Poems and Ballads. First Series. 
Crown Svo, qs. 

Poems and Ballads. Second Series. 
Crown Sv.) i)s. 

Poems and Ballads. Third Series. 
Crown 8vo. 71. 

Songs before Sunrise. Crown 8vo, 
10.?. td. 

Bo til well : ATracedy. Crown 8vo, 12s. 6d. 

Songs of Two Nations. Crown Svo, 6s. 

George Chapman. (In Vol. II. of G. 
Chapman's Works.; Crown 8vo, 3s. td. 

Essays and Studies. Crown 8vo,iu, 
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SWINBURNE (A. C.)— continued. 
Erechtheus : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
A Nots on Charlotte Bronte. Crown 

8vo, 6t. 
A Study of Shakespeare. Crown 

8vo, Si. 
Songs of the Springtides. Crown 

8vo. 6s. 
Studies in Song. Crown 8vo, 7s. 
Mary Stuart: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 8s. 
Tristram of Lyoraesse. Crown 8vo, os. 
A Century of Roundels. Si nail 4to, Si. 
A Midsummer Holiday. Cr. 8vo, 71. 
Marino Faliero: A Tragedy. Crown 

8vo, 67. 
A Study of Victor Hugo. Cr 8vo, 6s. 
Miscellanies. Crown 8vo, 12s. 
Locrine : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6s. 
A Study of Ben Jonson. Cr. 8vo, 7s. 
The Sisters : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
Astrophel, &o. Crown Svo, js. 
Studies in Prosa and Poetry. 

Crown Svo, gs. 
The Tale of Balen. Crown Svo, 7s. 
Rosamund, Queen of the Lorn- 

bards: A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6s. 
A Channel Passage. Crown Svo, 7s. 
Love's Cross -Currents: A Year's 

Letters. Crown Svo, 6s. net. 
William. Blake, Crown 8vo, 6s. net. 
The Suite of Gandia. Crown Svo, 5s. 
The Age of Shakespeare. Crown 

Svo, 6.v. 11K. 



THOMAS (ANNIE), Novels by. 
The Siren's Web. Cr. Svo, cl., 3s. Od. 
Comrades True. Crown Svo. cloth, 6s. 



THOMAS (BERTHA), Novels by. 
In a Cath edral City. Cr . 8vo, cl., 3s. bd. 

Crowu Svo, cioth, 6s. each. 
The House on the Soar. 
The Son of th*v House. 



SWSNNERTON (FRANK A.).— 

The Merry Heart. Crown Svo, cloth, 
6s. {Shortly. 



SYRETT (NETTA).- 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 



-Anne Page, 



TAINE'S History of English 

Literature. Trans. byHENRY Van Laun. 
Four Vols., demy 8vo, cl., 30s. — POPULAR 
Edition, Two Vols., crown Svo, cl., 15s. 
Fine Paper Edition, in Four Vols., with 
32 Portraits, p JttSvo, cloth, gilt top, 2s.net 
per vol. : leather, gilt edges, js. net per vol. 



TALES FOR THE HOMES. 

By Twenty-Six Wkll-knownAuthors. 
Edited by Rev. J. Marchan'T. Published 
lor the benefit of the Barnardo Me- 
morial Fund. With 3 Portraits. Crown 
8vo. cloth. 5.5. net 



TAYLOR (TOM). — Historical 

Dramas. Crown Svo, is. each. 
'Jeanne Darc.' 
• Twixt Axe and Crown.' 
'The Fool's Revenge.' 
' Arkwright's Wife.' 
' Anne Boleyn.' 
'Plot and Passion.' 



rHOMSON'SSEASONS.andThe 

Castle of Indolence. With Steel 
Plates, and '48 other Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, cloth gilt, 7s. 6d. 



THOREAU : His Life and Aims. 

By A. H. Page. With a Portrait. Post 
8vo, buckram, 3s. 6d. 



THORNBURY (WALTER).— 
Tales for the Marines. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, -is. 



TIMES (JOHN), Works by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

Clubs and Club Life in London. 
With 41 Illustrations. 

English Eccentrics and Eccen- 
tricities. With 48 Illustrations. 

TOM'PKINS - (HERBERT W.).— 

Marsh-Country Rambles. With a 
Frontispiece. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 



TREETON (ERNEST A.).— The 

instisrator. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 



TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. Cd. each; post 
Svo. illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Way We Live How. 

Frau Frohmann. I Marion Fay. 

The Land- Leagu ers. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Kept in the Bark. 

The American Senator. 

The Golden Lion o f Granpera. 

Mr. Scarborough's Family. Crown 
Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



TROLLOPE (FRANCES E.), 

Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. 

each : post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Mabel's Progress. I Anne Furness. 

TROLLOPE (T. A.).— Diamond 

Cat Diamond. Post Svo. illus. bds.. 2.t. 



TEMPLE (SIR RiCHARD).— A 

Bird's-eye View of Picturesque 
India. With 32 Illnsts. Cr. Svo, cl., ot. 



THACKERAYANA : Notes and 

Anecdotes. With numerous Sketches by 
Thackkray. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Thackeray (The Pocket). Arranged 
by A. H. Hyatt. In i6mo, cloth, gilt 
top, as. net ; leather, gilt top, 31, net. 



TURENNE (RAYMOND).— The 
Last of tlia Mammoths, Crown Svo, 
cloth, 3s. 6d. 



TWAIN'S (MARK) Books. 

UNIFORM LIBRARY EDITION. Crown 

Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 
i'tark Twain's Library of Humour. 

With 197 Illustrations by E. W. Kemble. 
Koughihg It : and The Innocents 

at Home. With 200 Illustrations by , 

F. A. Fraser. 
The American Claimant. With 81 

Illustrations by Hal Hurst and others. 
Pudd'nhead Wilson. With Portrait 

and Six Illustrations by Louis Loeb. 
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TWAIN (MARK)— continued. 

* The Adventuresof Tom Sawyer, 

With in Illustrations. 
Tom Sawyer Abroad. With 26 

Illustrations by Dan Beard. 
Tom Sawyer, Detective, With Port. 
'- A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illusts. 
•The Innocents Abroad: or, New 

Pilgrim's Progress. With 234 Illusts. 
"The Glided Age. By Mark Twain 

and C. D. Warner. With 212 Illusts. 

* The Prince and the Pauper; 

With 100 Illustrations. 

* Life on the Mississippi, wo Illusts.; 
*The Adventures of Huckleberry 

Finn. 174 Illusts. bv E. \V. Kemble. 
•A Yankee at the Court of King 
Arthur. 220 Illusts. by Dan Beard. 

* The Stolen White Elephant. 

* The £1,000,000 Bank-Note. 

A Doable - barrelled Detective 
Story. With 7 Illustrations. 

Personal Recollections of Joan of 
Arc. With 12 Illusts. by F. V. Du MOND. 

Mom Tramps Abroad. 

Tha Man that Corrupted Hadley- 
burg. With Frontispiece. 

The Choice Works of Mark Twain. 

With Life, Portrait, and Illustrations. 
*„* The Books marked * may be had also in 

post 8vo, picture cloth, at 2s. each. 
Popular Editions, medium Svo, 6d. each. 
Tom Sawyer. | A Tramp Abroad. 
The Prin ce and the P auper. 
Mark Twain's Sketches. Pott 8vo, 

cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt edges 

3*. net; picture boards. 2s. 



TWELLS (JULIA H.).— Et tu, 

Sejane ! Crown 8vo. cloth. 6.?. 



TYTLER (C. C. FRASER-).— 

Mistress Judith. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
35. bd. ; post Svo. illustrated boards 



TYTLER (SARAH), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, ss. 6d. each ; post 8vo. 
illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Buried Diamonds. 

The Blackhall Ghosts. 

What Sh e Came Throu gh. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Saint fflungo'a City. I Lady Bell. 

The Huguenot Family. 

Disappeared. I Hoblesse Oblige. 

Beauty a nd the Beast. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. (id. each. 

The Macdonald Lass. 

The Witch- Wife. 

Kachel Uangton. I . Sapphira. 

Mrs. Carmichael's Goddessas. 

A Honeymoon's Eclipse. 

A Young Dragon. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6j. each. 

Three Men of Mark; 

In Clarissa's Day. 

Sir David's Visitors; 

The Poet and His Guard ian Angel. 

Citoyenne Jacqueline. Crown 8vo, 
picture cloth, fiat back, 2s. 

The Bride's Pas3. Post 8vo, Illus- 
trated boards, ?.;, 



3! 

UPWARD (ALLEN), Novels by. 

The Queen against Owen. Crowi 

8vo, cloth, 3$. bd. ; picture cloth, flat back 

2.?. ; post Svo, picture boards, 2s. 

The Phantom Torpedo-Boats 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

VAN DAM (ALBERT D.) A 

Court Tragedy. With 6 Illustration! 
by J. B. Davis. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6a 



VASHTI and ESTHER. B 5 

'Belle ' of The World. Cr. 8vo, cl.. 35. 6d 



VENICE IN THE EIGHTEENTH 
Century. By Philippe Monnier 
Translated from the French, with 
Frontispiece. Demy Svo, cl.. is. 6d. net 



V1ZETELLY (ERNEST A.), 

Books by. Crown 8vo, cloth, ss. 6d. each 
The Scorpion. 

The Lover's Progress. 

A Path of Thorns. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6j 
The Wild Marquis: Life andAdven 

tures of Armand Guerry de Maubreull 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



WALLACE (LEW.;.— Ben-Hur 

A Tale of the Christ. Crown Svo 
cloth. 3.!. 6d. 



WALLER (S. E.).— Sebastiani'j 

.Secret. With 9 Illusts. Cr. Svo, cl., 6s 



WALTON arid COTTON'S 

Complete Angler. Pott Svo, cloth 
Cilt, 2.w net ; leather, gilt edges, 35. net. 



WALT WHITMAN, Poems by. 

Edited, with Introduction, by W. M. Ros 
SETTI. With Port. Cr. Svo, buckram, 6s. 



WARDEN (FLORENCE), by. 
Joan, the Curate. Crown Svo, cloth 
31. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 25. 

Crown Svo, cloth, bs. each. 
The Heart of a Girl. With 8 Illusts. 
What Ought She to Do? 
Tom Dawson. 

The Youngest Miss Beown. 
The Old House at the Corner. 
My Liady of Whims. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.5. 6d. each. 
A Fight to a Pinisti; 
The Old House at the Corner^ 
Love and Lordship. 



WARMAN (CY).— The Express 

Messenger. Crown Svo, cloth, 3.;. 6d. 



WASSERMANN (LELLIAS).— 

The Daffodils. Crown Svo, cloth, is. 6d. 



WESTALL (WILL.), Novels by. 
Trust-Money. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. bd., 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6.v. each. 
Dr. Wynne's Revenge. 
The Sacred Crescents. 
A Very Queer Business. 
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CHAT TO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS. 



WESTALL, (WlLLlAM)±-ci»tt;ttued. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 
A Woman Tempted Him. 
For Honour and Life. 
Her Two Millions. 
Two Pinches of Snuff. 
With the Red Eagle. 
A Red Bridal. I Nigel Fortescue. 
Ben Clough. | Birch Dene. 
The Old Factory. 
Sons of Belial. | Strange Crimes. 
Her Ladyship's Secret. 
The Phantom City. 
Ralph Norbreck's Trust. 
A Queer Race. I Red Ryvlngton. 
Roy of Roy's Court. 
As Luck would have it. 
y*s a Man bows. 

The Old Bank. 

With the Red Eagle: Popular 

P^i'ITION medium Svo. *>//. 



WARRANT to Execute Charles I . 

A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures and 
Seals. 2s. 
Warrant to Execute Mary Queen 
of Scots. Including Queen ElizabetnV 
Signature and the Great Seal. 2c 



WEBBER (BYRON).— Sport and 

Spangles. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2.?. 

WERNER (A.). — Chapenga's 

White Man. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 



WESTBURY (ATHA).— The 

Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook. Crowr 

8vo. cloth, 3.c. bd. 



WHEELWRIGHT (E. G.).— A 

Slo w Awakeninjj. Crown 8vo cloth, fit 



WHISHAW (FRED.), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. bd. each. 
A Forbidden Name. 
Many W ays of Love. With 8 Illusts. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 65. each. 
Mazeppa. 

Near the Tsar, near Death. 
A Splendid Impostor. 



WILDE (LADY).— The Ancient 

Legends, Charms, and Superstitions 
of Ireland. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. fid. 



WILLIAMS (W. MATT1EU), by. 
Science in Short Chapters. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 7s. bd. 
The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 
8vo. cloth, 6s. 

A Simple Treatise on Heat. With 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. bd. 



WILLIAMSON (Mrs. F. H.).— A 

Child Widow. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 

WILLS (C. J.), Novels by. 
An Easy-going Fellow. Crown 8vo, 

cioth. 35. bd 
His Dead Past. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6.?. 



WILSON (Dr. ANDREW), by. 

Chapters on Evolution. With 259 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. bd. 

Leisure-Time Studies. With Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. 

Common Accidents, and how to 
Treat Them. Cr. 8vo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

WINTER (JOHN STRANGE), 

by. 
Regimental Legends. Post 8vo, 

Illustrated b^a ds, ss. ; cloth, 2s. 6d. 
Cavalry Life; ami Regimental 
Legends. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. ; 
picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 



WOOD (H. F.), Detective Stories 

by. Post 8vo. illustrated boards 25. each. 
Passenger from Scotland Yard. 
The Englishman of the Rue Cain. 



WOOLLEY(CELIA PARKER).— 

Rachel Armstrong. Post 8vo, 2s. bd. 



WRAGGE (CLEMENT L.).— 

The Romance of the South Seas. 

With 84 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
7s, 6d. net. 



WRIGHT (THOMAS), by. 
Caricature History of the Georges; 

or, Annals of the House of Hanover. 
With Frontispiece and over 300 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, c!oth, 3s. 6d. 
History of Caricature and of the 
Grotesque in Art. Literature, 
Sculpture, and Painting. Illus- 
trated by F. W. Fairholx. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 7s. 6d. 



ZANGWILL (LOUIS).— A Nine- 
teenth Century Miracle. Crown Svo, 
cloth, 3s. bd. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 



ZOLA (E M I L E), Novels by. 

Uniform Edition. Translated or Edited, 
with Introductions, by Ernest A. Vizs- 
TELLY. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 

His Masterpiece. 1 The Joy of Life. 

Germinal. 

The Honour of the Army. 

Abbe Mouret's Transgression. 

The Fortune of the Rougons. 

The Conquest of Plassans. 

The Dram-Shop. 

The Fat and the Thin. | Money. 



His Excellency. 

The Downfall. 

Lourdes. 

Rome, 

Paris. 



The Dream. 

Doctor Pascal. 

Fruittulnesa 
Work. 

Truth. 



Popular Editions, medium 8vo, bd. each 
The Fortune of the Rougons. 

The D 'vnfall. 

The JL.am- 
shop. 



Lourdcs I Rome. 
Paris. I Mcne; 
The Joy of Life. 



Unwin Brothers, Ltd,, Printers, 27, Pilgrim Street, Ludgatc H 11, London, E.C, 



ESTABLISHED 1851. 




BANK 



Southampton Buildings, Chancery Lane, London, W.C. 
CURRENT ACCOUNTS 



20/ CURRENT ACCOUNTS fyo i 
/ p. on the minimum monthly balances, ^^k I .-. 
' U when not drawn below £100. ™" ' ^ 

21_oi DEPOSIT ACCOUNTS fyi_° I 
2 /O ° n DeP °tm ; uX yablC ^ ^2/0 

• STOCKS AND SHARES, 

Stocks and Shares purchased and sold for customers. 
The BIRKBECK ALMANACK, with full particulars, post free. 

Francis Ravenscroft, Manager. 

rdephouc Xo. 5 Holboni. 

Cckgraphk Address: " Birkbeck, London." 

INVALUABLE, ALIKE FOR THE ROBUST OR INVALIDS. 
FABRISHS 

GOLD MEDAL 

CHEMICAL FOOD 

CAUTION. — The onlv Chemical Food officially recognised as 
'Parrish's" by a jury of Medical Experts is " Parrish's GOLD 
MEDAL Chemical Food." The Proprietors would respectfully ask 
he public io refuse all substitutes and highly injurious imitations, and 
o see their name is on the label. 

LOBIMBK'S 

COMPOUND SYRUP 

of the HYPOPHOSPHITES 

Recommended by the Medical Profession throughout the 
World for its Vitalising and Strengthening Powers. 
.% 

SOLE PROPRIETORS AND MANUFACTURERS- 

LARIMER & C° Britannia Row, London, N. 

rsoij 



©etzmann & (& 

HAMPSTEAD ROAD, W. 

(Continuation North of Tottenham Court Road.) 

60*61 Grafton S t, 3 Dublin. 75 Union St., Ryde. 

AN IMMENSE SAVING in the COST of HOUSE FURNISHING 

CAN BE EFFECTED BY CONSULTING 

OETZMANN & CO.'S 

Illustrated Guide to House Furnishing. 



GRATIS AND POST FREE. 




Comfortable Box Ottoman Couch, with pillow head and spring seat, covered 
with cretonne, interior of box neatly lined, 29 6. Superior quality, ditto, 55/- 



ALL CARPETS 

MADE UP 

FREE. 





Handsome Inlaid The " Sheratcn " Easy Chair, with spring scat 

Urnstand or Pedestal, upholstered and covered in tapestry, and tiuislied with 
32 6 brass or euppjr nai's, 27/6 




ock Life 

Assurance ©o- 



ESTABLISHED 1806. 



trustees : 



Wilfrid Arthur Bevan, Esq. 

The Et. Hon. St. John Brodrick, MP. 

Col. Alfred George Lucas. 



Lord Edmund Bernard Talbot, M.P. 



Sir Cuthbert Edgar Peek, Bart. 

Sir Charles Bugge-Price, Bart. 

The Hon. Charles Hedley Strutt, MP. 



WEALTH SECURITY STABILITY. 

Paid in Claims p of £11J00J00 

PROVISION FOR OLD-AGE PENSIONS. 
Low premium Rates fop Witliout-fFofit policies. 

WORKMEN'S COMPENSATION ACT, 1897. 

Proposals received for Insurances under this Act, 
and under its extension to Agricultural Labourers. 



BURGLARY INSURANCE. 



BELFAST, BIRMINGHAM, CARDIFF, 
Brsich Offices : GLflSGO w, LEEDS, MANCHESTER. 

Chief Office: 

15, New Bridge Street, London, E.C. 

! Applications for Agencies invited. 

GEORGE S. CRISFORD, Actuary, 
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